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my friend. Is friendship nothing? Leave him to me. I'll 
make him behave." 

"Friend!" sneered Goebbels. Somehow he painted the 
one word so that it meant murderer. 

"Damn it, Arnheim, you know I sent Ribbentrop to 
France and the League, offering them to lop and slice off 
so many and so many more from the SA, if they'd just 
forget that damned Treaty, and forget to count when I 
increased the Reichswehr." 

Goebbels sneered again. "Like a cheap Vienna wurst, 
and you slice off each end and toss it to the dogs, eh? So 
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long as you toss Roehm along with it. It was good news 
in the VB that he has a 'painful nervous disorder,' and on 
the advice of his doctors he is taking an enforced vacation, 
no?" 

Erik von Arnheim planted himself squarely in front of 
the Leader. "I tell you, it is either accept us or Germany 
goes bankrupt. Suspending payment of foreign debts is 
not vital, no. That was a good move. But you have read 
the reports I gave you of the harvest — the worst in years 
it will be! We are cut off from the world; they are calling 
on us to disarm further; and, worst of all, here is your own 
Chief of Staff with his knife at your throat!" 

"It is not fair of you to say so, Arnheim," stormed the 
Leader. "He is my friend, I tell you." There were sobs in 
his voice. 

"It is not that we are not behind you, dear Leader," 
protested von Arnheim. "Did not Goring say that if you 
wished a Second Revolution, the last one of us would be 
on the streets in half an hour? But it is that you do not 
want it; and will you let Ernst Roehm make it, against 
you?" 

"I know you are wrong," said Hitler mournfully. "You 
will see he is as faithful as any man in the Party; and 
most of ah* to me. But I will have Rudolf Hess speak for 
me over a nation-wide hookup, and warn both Roehm and 
his SA and the Reaktion that I will tolerate no outbreak 
from either. The revolution is won!" He rose to his feet, 
and thrust the words out stormingly. "I will have no 
rebellion, now! I have my plans — I must make all the 
plans; and, if any man or group of men try to force speed 
where it is wiser to me to move slowly, well — " He 
brought the butt of his dogwhip down with a crash on 



180 THE STRANGE DEATH 

the table. Blonda awoke from a nap and growled menac- 
ingly. 

"Roehm is doing it. You refuse to see it," persisted 
Arnheim. 

"Prove to me he is doing it," Hitler faced them, cor- 
nered at last, "and with my own hands I will slit his 
throat!" 

"We will prove it," said Goebbels silkily. 

I felt that it would be healthier, at that moment, to be 
in the shoes of any man in Europe, rather than in Roehm 's. 

I listened to Rudolf Hess's speech on the 25 th, and I 
shivered at the ungloved claws in it. I could not be sure 
that the Chief of Staff, who had retired to Wiessee, saw 
an interview with the Leader that appeared in the London 
News Chronicle of the same day; but it spoke warningly. 
of the need of divorcing himself from his friends of the 
dawn of the Party's growth. Even the National Xeitung — 
I still pored over the Basle papers, for now and then there 
was some reference to relatives or friends I had there — gave 
me something new to ponder: that the Leader planned, 
the moment Hindenburg died, to become both Chancellor 
and President, and that the laws had already been drawn 
up for this. A Pooh-Bah, Arnheim had called it. I doubted 
if it was so; but so it was that the Leader sounded out 
opinion before he acted. The account went on that the 
national Bolshevists in the party were about to be elim- 
inated — which should have been warning enough to 
Wiessee, though the Party press said the same thing of 
the Reaktion. If he eliminated both, what would be left? 
Hitler and myself only: and that would be a too small 
Germany. 

A notice, signed by the Leader, came to all the SA 
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leaders In the Reich to appear on the 30th in Wiessee. 
Roehm gave out an interview, in which he said the last 
one of the Storm Troopers was ready to die for the Haken- 
kreuz — the swastika. The night of the 28 th, von Arnheim 
flew down to Munich, to make God knows what hellish 
preparations. 

At least it gave me the opportunity to repay him for 
his treachery to revolutionary principles by having a most 
enjoyable night with Ulrica. I knew that she would, first 
of all, want to know the precise situation. But she was 
wrapped up heart and soul in the fight Roehm was making 
to radicalize the party, to make it live up to the last 
syllable of the long outdated Party platforms, to force 
the Leader to carry out his pledges, and to eliminate capi- 
talism and its worst evils in the Reich. This had now 
become entirely untactful — that much Hitler himself had 
explained to me. But would you expect a woman to under- 
stand that? The female mind does not lend itself readily 
to abstract thought; it is personal and not cosmic like 
man's: like mine, for instance, or the Leader's. So, when 
she did ask me what was the news from the tense front, 
it was quite a problem what I should tell her. 

Naturally, I could not reveal any confidences — at least, 
none beyond those I thought it wise to reveal. It might 
be a great mistake to let her understand what seemed now 
more than possible. She might try to notify Roehm; and 
that would be a tragedy, if the Leader did not wish him 
notified. After all, he and the Chief of Staff might be 
preparing a secret coup that would land Goring and Arn- 
heim and the rest of the Reaktion behind prison bars. So 
some of the Party press hinted. What a misfortune, if 
she were allowed to interfere with that! One thing at least 
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was certain: she would become sad and perhaps tearful, 
and a woman is not at her best for pleasure when she has 
tears in her eyes over some outside matter, remote from 
the concern of one and one. It would be actually unfair 
to me for me to make her sad, at a time when I needed 
most of all to have my mind taken off this depressing 
situation throughout the Reich. She would never want to 
be unfair to me; so the only wise thing would be to drop 
a few hints that things were going better than she hoped 
for, and thus she and I would be released for the maximum 
of enjoyment out of the precious hours. 

So I decided, and so I did. She responded beyond my 
most ardent expectations. She even whispered to me, with 
oh such a shy pride, that she expected a little stranger in 
about seven months, and that there were strong reasons 
why it would be only fair to name him Little Adolf. — 
Might she tell her husband about it? 

I saw no reason he should not know the good luck in 
store for him; a husband cannot remain entirely blind 
forever, and he would be sure to notice, sooner or later. 
Moreover, I pointed out, it would give her a splendid 
excuse to sleep alone from now on, for the sake of the 
little Reichminister yet to be. 

— But it seemed a bit unfair to him, she adjudged at 
first. And then her face dimpled. — Did I really wish it? 
Perhaps it was her duty to save all his energies for the 
Party and Germany, she suggested. 

Naturally, I approved. Surely we could together do that 
much for the Party and the Fatherland! 

We clinked glasses on it, and indeed she kissed my hand 
for my thoughtfulness. She gave herself to me with in- 
creased abandon, more than ever convinced of the depth 
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of my devotion. It is the pleasantest mood in which to 
keep a woman. I was prouder than ever that I had pre- 
vented her from one night's unnecessary worry. 

An hour before dawn, to avoid undesired company on 
the way back to the Chancellery, I returned to my room. 

This was the morning of June 29th. 

I knew that the Leader had flown down to Essen the 
day before to attend some wedding. Yet here came for 
me a summons to the Chancellor's reception room. I 
entered. Only Goebbels was present. The vulture-like 
Minister of Propaganda clicked his heels together and 
threw up his arm in a mock salute. "Heil Hitler!" he 
jeered, his eyes glittering blackly. "Well, my dear friend, 
you and I take wings now and join the Leader." 

"But what comes next?" I asked, a little wearily. For I 
distrusted this wicked little gnome more than anyone in 
the party, and always shivered when I was close to him: 
a foul little Loki, plotting only evil. 

"To put a period to what the Fates have written," he 
declaimed sonorously. "You saw the Volkischer Beobachter 
yesterday: von Blomberg accepts the new government and 
its Leader entirely; he will today say it over the air to all 
Germany. So we have our Reichswehr. You and I, we will 
do a little inspecting of the labor detachments in the 
Rhine country with Herr Reichskanzler." His voice was 
too casual. "Labor, you know, needs the overseer's eye 
forever." He seemed to be using just words; to be saying 
everything but what he meant. 

"You say we," I protested. "I do not remain here?" 

"Would it surprise you," he beamed hideously, spilling 
some of it at last, "to know that we know now even the 
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name of the man Ernst Roehm has appointed to assassinate 
the Leader?" 

"Dear God forbid! You are joking, Herr Reichs- 
rninister!" 

"When I joke," he snickered, "I bury my jokes. But 
this is no joke, no. This man will be shot — have no fear 
of that. I may even let you shoot him, and stand by and 
applaud you as you pour blazing lead into his body. It 
is blazing lead we are using now, Little Adolf — he will 
not be the only one who will be shot!" 

"But this is incredible! To plot to kill Herr Hitler!" 

"Life is incredible; Germany by all odds the most in- 
credible part of it; and death, as it will come to some, 
most incredible of all. Erik von Arnheim went down to 
Munich yesterday to make sure of it. He has the signed 
confession of one of the Storm Trooper colonels who was 
party to the plot. The man took his own life, immediately 
after signing. Ach, death!" Goebbels chuckled without 
mirth. "There will be many who will envy him by this 
hour tomorrow!" 

"I go, then." I sighed, for last night had been so de- 
licious. And there would be others to die. What a pity, 
in a way, von Arnheim was not of the Roehm party, so 
that the way could have been rendered a little smoother 
for me with Ulrica. But I had her word as to how she 
would gull him off. There were always important trips he 
could take; and one does not want to dine at even the 
Kaiserhof nightly. 

And then, my face expressed bewilderment. "But we 
go to inspect labor-camps, at a time when there is a plot 
against the Leader's life!" 

"One does not call 'Ready?' when one is about to serve 
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to traitors. We have had much trouble, Little Adolf; this 
will end it. We do not use castor oil for a purge, in Ger- 
many. This one will be thorough. All the dung will be 
gotten rid of, for good." 

"Every healthy body needs a systematic evacuation now 
and then." I managed to smile as I said it. It is hard to 
smile at Goebbels. I remembered a spitting cobra from 
lower Africa in the great Hagenbeck zoological gardens 
at Hamburg. He has no hood, his head is small and needle- 
like; but his beady eyes have a malevolence that few snakes 
possess; and he has the ability to spit his venom nine or 
ten feet, aimed directly at the eyes of the annoying great 
mammal. Men are blinded when his venom strikes. I 
have always felt toward Goebbels as I felt toward that 
spitting cobra. 

"Let us commemorate the great hero of the Sturmabtei- 
lung by forever printing his picture on toilet paper," he 
sneered evilly. "Come, Little Adolf. The Leader will be 
anxious. The plane awaits." 
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CHAPTER Xm 

SPILT BLOOD AT WIESSEE 

THREE of us stood in the sickly darkness on the ter- 
race of the Godesberg Hotel. If I ever saw torture 
on the face of living man or woman, it was on Adolf Hit- 
ler's that night. I have seen crowds of tens of thousands 
dazed and hypnotized under the spell of his eloquence, 
which is equaled by no man living, and perhaps has never 
been equaled on the face of the man-stricken earth. So 
Hitler stood, at this moment, so dazed, so hypnotized. 
There was consecration in his eyes; but it seemed to me 
to be consecration to the powers of darkness, the powers 
of death. 

Nor could I be sure what had hypnotized him. I stared 
with utter repugnance at the emaciated imp of the per- 
verse, the gnome-like spirit of evil that stood smiling with 
arched, gloating eyes at the Leader, unobserved, as he 
thought — too arrogant in his moment to mind observation. 
Had he cast the spell? And then I shook my head. Part 
of it, perhaps: "the imp tempted me, and I fell." But this 
was the work of a myriad of voices, and one stronger than 
all the rest: the voice that itself had so often reduced tens 
of thousands to dazed hypnotized infantilism. 

A square of flimsy shivered in his trembling hand. He 
steadied his hand against the stonework, and read it 
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again. Then he crushed it into a shapeless unrecognizable 
wad, and thumbed it out into the darkness. 

" 'A strong man is the strongest when alone,' " quoted 
Goebbels quietly. 

I shivered, as the familiar specter of Mein Kampf came 
back to haunt its author. 

"Always," said the Leader, his voice heavy. 

" 'There can only be victory in winning the people's 
soul if, while we struggle to express it, we destroy also 
those who oppose it,' " chanted the vindictive pigmy, 
sonorously. 

"Naturally," sighed the Leader. 

The Wunderbar chorus lilted from the orchestra 
through the window, with the ageless Viennese magic: 

Kissing can be no sin, 
When a sweet girl you win; 
When rosy lips are near, 
Possess them every hour. 
Gather the roses gay 
That bloom beside your way; 
Take what is due to you, 
Lest others win your due. 

A girl, she seemed hardly more, darted out of the door 
and into the thick covert of potted evergreens in the 
deepest shadow of the terrace. Her voice came dripping 
with soft, hot laughter. "Fritzie, Fritzie, stop! If once my 
husband guessed. . . ." 

The Leader's voice came heavily. "I have counted him 
my best friend for fourteen years already now." 

" 'Et tu, Brute?' " 

An orderly stumbled running up the steps, righted him- 
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self, clicked his heels together, flung forward his arm in 
salute. "Heil Hitler!" 

The Leader returned the salutation, and took the 
envelop. 

He was reading it when a second orderly clanked more 
methodically up, step by step, and went through the 
same ritual. The Leader laid the first sheet of flimsy on the 
stonework of the terrace. He opened the second dispatch, 
read it, and reread it, and laid it on the first sheet. The 
two envelops fluttered to the stone flooring. A gust of 
wind whimsically snatched up one and rolled it edgewise 
along the leveled stones toward where the girl-wife had 
disappeared and a breathing silence had followed. The 
Leader took a step forward, his heel grinding the second 
into the stones. 

"My friends," he said quietly, and we were the only 
two within reach of his voice, except the slim young 
orderly and the huge-faced other one — but he seemed to 
speak to the great allness of Germany, which alone was 
his friend — "from Munich, from Berlin, news has come. 
It is so serious, we must fly at once to Munich. The plane 
is ready, Goebbels?" 

"Yes, Herr Hitler." 

"Good. We go." 

He stood, alone, black, solitary. His arm sloped forward 
to salute the darkness. "Heil Hitler!" He clanked down 
the steps to the cars waiting below, the orderlies just 
behind him. Faithful Bruckner and Schaub and half a 
dozen more, who had been waiting in plain sight of him, 
but a dozen steps below, formed a protective constellation 
around him. The orchestra had swung into the languorous 
Liistige Wittue waltz now. Goebbels, clubfoot and all, 
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rounded his arm with a horrid smirk, and took two or 
three macabre waltz steps toward the beginning of the 
descent. It was as if a smirking skeleton was his partner 
for the waltz. His face altered suddenly to demoniac fury, 
and more carefully he thumped down the steps. I followed, 
my heart sick. Yet so must the Party's future be assured. 

At the aerodrome, the vast swastikaed planes roared to. 
pulsing life. We climbed precariously in, and felt the 
earth thumping away behind us, and then no earth at all, 
only the conquered air. Off through the sickly blackness 
we roared, bearing the hope of all Germany, of all of 
man's future, with us. At four o'clock, gray waking the 
ending black, our plane slid to a perfect three-point 
landing in the Munich aerodrome. 

"Ach, good," greeted the Munich head of the Black- 
shirts, as he went through the full ritual of the salute. 
"You have come." 

"What is the last report?" 

The Bavarian drew himself proudly erect. "All the local 
leaders of the Storm Troopers are under arrest, Herr 
Leader. Several — " his smirk broadened, " — resisted arrest. 
They were shot." 

"Naturally. And — the ringleaders?" I noticed that he 
did not pronounce the name of the Chief of Staff. 

"Still at Wiessee, Herr Reichskanzler." 

Hitler for one moment had the same ghastly look of 
indecision I had seen on the terrace of the Godesberg 
Hotel. 

Goebbels prompted him, a sardonic glitter in his eye. 
"No doubt they think you are afraid to venture into their 
den." 

The Leader tossed his head, the stray lock flapping 
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savagely over his left eye. "For the Reich, for the Party, 
there can be no fear. My friends, forward!" 

There were cars of heavily armed Blackshirts leading the 
way. Then came our car, with Bruckner and Schaub, the 
Leader and myself. Goebbels followed with three more of 
the raiding party. After our third car came two more 
cars heavy with Blackshirts. We nosed our way through 
the gray foggy dawn roads, our headlights blurring as the 
sky brightened. 

At six, we drove up to the Gasthouse Heinzlbauer. A 
sleepy night clerk opened the door, and moved back aghast, 
arms high, at the sight of the drawn revolvers. Even I had 
my gun out. The Leader had his revolver in his left hand, 
his worn dogwhip in his right. 

"Show us your register," demanded Hitler authorita- 
tively. 

"Come on, lad, if you want to see the fun!" One of the 
local Blackshirts I had met at the Chancellery in Berlin 
linked arms with me. He pulled me, racing to the top of 
the first flight of stairs, and nodded approval to a huge 
mountainous fellow behind him. This man crashed his 
shoulder against the heavy door before which we had 
stopped. It splintered open. 

There on the bed was a sight I had never seen before — 
two men, naked, not asleep, doing a forbidden thing to 
each other. Good God, the one who raised his head first 
to stare at me was Major General Edmund Heines, in 
charge of all the Storm Troopers in Silesia. He still moved 
his body, as he stared at us. "Swine, what do you mean, 
breaking in — " 

"Perverts! Sons of bitches!" With infinite relish the 
Blackshirt beside me placed his pistol beside the general's 
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head, and pulled the trigger. There was a loud crash and a 
burst of smoke that made the air acrid. The general's 
body settled down above the legs of the other man. Blood 
and a strange graying matter blown from his head sprayed 
the bed and the other man's body. I heard another shot, 
and another scream, and more and more shots. Some of 
them were to mutilate. All I could see was the staring, light 
blue eyes, wide open, of the dead general, under that 
awful wound which had blown away the top of his skull. 
My stomach retched, and I held on to the jamb of the door 
to relieve myself upon the hall carpet. I stood there, trying 
to regain control of myself. A young man, naked, ran 
screaming from another door they had crashed open. They 
shot him as he ran,. and he fell twitching in my vomit. 
Somehow the sight seemed to give me courage. 

They were coming up the stairs, now, the Leader with 
a face pale as putty, Goebbels thumping eagerly beside 
him. "It is Room Seven," said Goebbels, his voice shivering 
with mad excitement. "We go there, no?" 

I fell in beside Bruckner and Schaub, my stomach still 
twitching, until the mass of us halted outside Room Seven. 
Goebbels nodded peremptorily. Hitler's mouth trembled 
once more, he lifted his dogwhip; he pounded with all 
his might upon the door with the butt of the whip, as if 
he would break the door open so. "Open the door!" he 
screamed. "Damn you, open the door!" 

A sleepy voice answered — I recognized at once the voice 
of the Chief of Staff. "Ach, yes, but who is it, at an hour 
" like this!" 

"It's I — Hitler! Open the door, and let me in!" 

"Holy God, you already? I thought it was to be noon — " 

Roehm, in scarlet-striped pajamas through which his 
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belly bulged above the pants, had the door open, and stood 
staring sleepily at us. His hand went up in slow salute. 
"Heil Hitler!" 

"You damned pervert," shrieked Hitler, advancing on 
him, shaking the dogwhip while he raised his revolver. 
"You dirty traitor — " 

"Steady, steady! What in God's name does this mean? 
— Blackshirts?" in sudden suspicion. "I see now, eh, you 
bastard? You've betrayed me! You've broken the promise 
you—" 

"The Reich keeps no word with perverts, pederasts, vile 
scum that corrupt the youth of Germany! You will have 
a Second Revolution, eh, you dirty swine!" 

"God damn you, Adolf Hitler, you masturbating 
bastard, how the hell have you got the nerve to talk to me! 
I may like men, but I'm no . . ." The vile abuse that 
poured from his hps made me want to vomit again. 

"I've lied and protected you for years — " 

"You're a traitor to the Party, a traitor to the Reich, 
a dirty Jewish Judas to your friends! A Jewish whore is 
cleaner than you, you swine! Just let me get my hands 
on a gun — " 

"Friends, handcuff him! He's about to attack me!" 
Hitler's voice rose to a screech, as he hid his body half 
behind the huge bulk of Bruckner. 

Here at the door was the frightened face of the land- 
lord. His pajamaed arm rose in a weak "Heil Hitler!" 
He owled at the guest struggling in the arms of the Black- 
shirts and bodyguards. "What goes on here, Herr 
Kanzler?" 

"Take him away, the filthy pervert!" screeched Hitler. 
"Take him away, before I kill him myself! He tried to 
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attack me!" He seemed capable of it, too, if he could 
have remembered to transfer his pistol to his right hand. 

The Leader was sobbing, as he walked ahead of all of 
us down to the cars. The danger was over. The plot against 
his life had been smashed. The Reich, the Party, had been 
saved. The Leader still sobbed. 

We were driven to the headquarters of the Blackshirts 
in Munich. The head of the Munich Blackshirts appeared, 
his smirk broader, and saluted. "Of the Chief of Staff, 
General Roehm — what are we to do with him?" 

Hitler looked Goebbels full in the face. The command 
in the face of the warped little dwarf was inexorable. 
The Leader handed me his pistol, butt toward me. "This," 
he gasped. "Give it to him. Tell him to shoot himself. 
I — I must phone Goring it is time to begin his Purge, in 
Berlin. Give it to him, Little Adolf." His eyes were pools 
of stark horror. 

This was an assignment far more to my liking. It was 
the first time I had been given the opportunity to do 
something beyond return salutes. Of course, it was merely 
after all being a messenger boy, in one sense; but it was 
a message of no light importance. 

I arrived at the cell. Two Blackshirts stood guard within 
it as I talked to him. He was sitting in his shirtsleeves, his 
head clenched in his hands, as I entered. He stood up 
heavily, and recognized me. "Well, Max Bauer," he said. 
His nostrils curled evilly. 

"You know me better than that," I reminded him, 
stiffening. "I am Ludwig Zeit, the Leader's bodyguard." 

"From Passau, no? I know too damned much. That's 
what men get in trouble for, in this world. Well, what 
now? What terms does he offer, now?" 
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I had the pistol in my right hand, its butt toward him. 
He had not noticed it. I flicked out my right hand from 
the elbow down, presenting it to him. "From the Leader," 
I said. I was rather proud of that presentation. I had 
thought it over carefully, and even rehearsed that flick of 
the hand from the elbow down; and I could not imagine 
a more dramatic way of giving it to him. 

"So," he said. "From the Leader, no?" He stared at it 
curiously, not touching it. "We have shared one gun 
before, he and I. But is that enough with which to shoot 
my way out of this nest of reactionary traitors? Take it 
back to the Leader," he was still careful of his words, 
"and tell him to send me one regiment of my Brownshirts, 
and I will face every dirty son of a bitch of a Judas in 
the Party with it, and still give Germany what the Party 
promised. So tell him. Go." 

I put the pistol down on the table before him. "But 
that is not the answer he wants," I objected. 

"He wants, eh? What does he want?" 

I stiffened up. "A brave man shoots himself, rather than 
face disgraceful death," I explained. 

"Oh, he does, does he? Did Adolf tell you to give me 
that popgun to blow my brains out with, maybe? By God, 
it is his own revolver." 

"So is his desire, General," I said meticulously. 

"So is his desire, eh! The hell you say! But dung! Tell 
the bastard I checked my brains, when I trusted a double- 
dealing, double-crossing, self-polluting son of a bitch like 
him!" 

My face must have shown the utter shock I felt. "But, 
General he is offering you this, instead of having you 
executed! You know Goring and his ax — " 



OF ADOLF HITLER 195 

"For being his friend! For being the friend of the Party, 
of the Reich! For making the little self -strumpet, and 
giving him the Chancellorship, and — Oh, Christ! You can 
never see, Little Adolf. But he — he will see. Tell him this, 
God damn his dungy soul to hell! Tell him I am in a cell: 
that he put me in it. Me — Ernst Roehm, who loves him 
still, damn him. Tell him here is his popgun — I send it 
back to him. Tell him to come and shoot me, if he's got 
any guts at all — and I doubt it. Tell him that! Tell him 
he's the only dog low enough to do it. Dung! Good day." 

There was no use trying to argue with a man so excited, 
who had lost all real sense of values. I picked up the pistol 
and returned to the Leader. I gave him the sense of the 
message, omitting the irrelevant, emotional part, which 
one had to forgive Captain Roehm in his disturbed state 
of mind. 

The Leader studied my face as I spoke, his own face 
pinched. "I believe with a regiment of Brownshirts he 
could do much," he said. "We started with less. Ach God, 
so much less! Thanks, Little Adolf." He slipped the pistol 
back into his holster and turned away with a start as 
Goebbels came into the room. 

"First reports from Berlin!" he said, jubilantly. "He has 
started! God, what a cleanup!" 

We were still getting reports from Berlin — it was well 
after four o'clock — when Goebbels suddenly turned to 
the Leader. "Has Roehm shot himself?" 

"How do I know?" snapped the Leader. And then, with 
a sudden startled glance at me, "Did he shoot himself as I 
ordered, Little Adolf?" 

"Ach, no, Herr Hitler. He will not shoot hiffiself, he 
says. He says for you to shoot him," I explained simply. I 
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could not believe he was so forgetful. It must have been 
that Goebbels' presence made some difference. 

"I told you so!" snapped Goebbels. "You wish to have 
him shot, no? We must go back to Berlin within the hour." 

"So," said the Leader. "Little Adolf," he stared at me, 
with a sort of film over his eyes, like a dog whose eye is 
running, "you have your service revolver? Good. Do what 
Herr Goebbels says. Go and shoot my Chief of Staff. Ernst 
Roehm. My Ernst." Out of the dead pause, he suddenly 
snapped his head up, and smiled as on the morning he 
first met me. "Then we return, no? 

I clicked my heels proudly together, and gave the salute 
and the "Heil Hitler!" The Leader returned it, but his 
hand shook. I swung abruptly on my heels, and returned 
to the cell. 

I did not go in, this time. The two Blackshirts waited 
outside with me. 

Captain Roehm was writing at a table when I arrived. 
He looked up, saw me, and waved with a wry look at me. 
He started to add a word to what he was writing, but 
instead he jabbed the pen back in the potato. He was look- 
ing better than in the morning, yes. He came over to the 
bars of the cell. "Well?" he asked. "You gave him my 
message? What does he say?" 

I felt rather better even than this morning. This was 
far different from returning salutes or acting as a mes- 
senger boy. I pulled out my service revolver and aimed at 
his heart through the bars of the cell. "He said you must 
die for the perverted dog you are, for the Party, and the 
Reich, aad Germany above everything!" 

He walked backward to the table, and steadying himself 
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with both his hands pressed against it behind his back, 
"You are joking," he said. 

I had never shot a man before, like this; there was no 
use to make a botch of the job. I let the barrel rest on the 
crossbar of the cell, took a rather good bead on a medal on 
the left breast, and shifted the end of the barrel slightly 
to the right. I pulled the trigger, and was myself startled 
at the kick, the sudden blast, the smoke. 

On his breast I saw' the little hole, no more. It may be 
that it is hard to hit a man's heart. His right hand rose, 
but more slowly than usual, to the salute. "Heil Hitler!" 
he said. 

By this time, eye lower, right at the butt, I had aimed 
at the middle of the forehead. I pulled the trigger again, 
and this time I prepared my wrist against the faint kick- 
back; there was none noticeable. I have observed that it 
is always wise to learn from the first shot, and make the 
second a more thorough and efficacious job. 

The difference chiefly was, almost at the same time I 
saw the round hole in his forehead, I may just as well 
insist at the same time, I saw the blood spurt out. It was 
strange how long he stood there and did not move; and I 
watched and did not move. There was a sort of wavy 
motion in what he did then. He moved his head back and 
his shoes forward. It seemed he was swaying back and 
forth; his waist was below the table now, and going 
lower. He did not stretch out full length on the floor, 
the way they say a person who is shot stretches out. Even 
the table fell, and it was his huge rump that was closest 
to me at the end, and his face and his head entirely con- 
cealed. But there was no reason to think I had not done a 
good job. 
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"He is dead?" I asked the Lieutenant of the Blackshirts, 
who had watched it all carefully. 
"Beyond doubt," he said. 

"We can return, then," I said. And then I smiled. "But 
pardon." I broke the revolver — it had ejected the two used 
shells — and refilled it from my belt. I slipped it back into 
the holster. "Now we can return," I said. 

And so, with much relief, I returned to the Leader, for 
this time there had been no obstacle to his will. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

THE PURGE IN BERLIN 

I THINK I know more of what really happened in Ber- 
lin than Hitler himself was ever told. For the Leader, 
once he had reached the Chancellery, retired by himself, 
desperately pale and shaken. Marshal Goring and General 
von Arnheim were there to report to him. It was Goebbels 
and I, rather, who received the report. 

"Roehm?" asked Goring* eyes intent on the inscrutable 
face of the Propaganda Minister. 

Goebbels flipped his hand authoritatively toward me. I 
clicked my heels together, bowed my head, and gave the 
Nazi salute: "Heil Hitler! I myself had the honor to 
carry out the Leader's will, General, and shoot him down 
for the dog he was!" 
"Excellent!" 

"Heines, can you believe it, the damned fool, was in bed 
with his Lustknabe, Count von Spreti, if you please!" 
chortled Goebbels. "In media res! In flagrante delicto! And 
did they pump those perverts full of slugs! And what 
they shot off wasn't their bull's-eyes, either. Is it any 
wonder that those imbeciles in the United States, seeing 
the Leader's former associates, men so unnatural in their 
tastes, spoke of the former Chief of Staff as Hitler's wife 
— and dared to picture the Leader in brassiere and panties? 
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— ach, the swine! It is things like that, that keep the rest 
of the world from being civilized. But, Herr General, 
what of Berlin?" 

"Von Papen escaped." 

"Ach, what a pity!" mourned Goebbels. "He blunders 
everything, even his own getting shot, eh?" 

"Well, at least, both of his secretaries, von Bose and 
Jung, were put out of the way. But — von Schleicher!" 

Goebbels' face lighted up. "You got one of the Chan- 
cellors, eh!" 

"Ach, but yes," smiled von Arnheim. "Good man, too, 
for a soldier. But it simply wouldn't do to have ex- 
Chancellors around with any thought of a coup in their 
empty craniums." 

"Arnheim was there," smiled Goring. "Tell them, 
General." 

"Oh, it was nothing," said von Arnheim modestly. 
"The Reicbstagpraesidenfs planning was so perfect that 
we arrived at his house, and he did not dream of the little 
surprise we had for him. He was talking on the telephone 
to some friend when we burst in and I heard him say, 
'Excuse me one moment, please — someone is just entering 
the room.' Ahead of me were three of the Blackshirts — 
and, would you believe it, all three of them drilled him 
before he could close his mouth! He had the most surprised 
look on his face! It was then that his wife came rushing 
in. Well, I had my revolver out, and I hadn't flushed any- 
thing yet, and it was not wise to have witnesses of a thing 
like that. I got a good bead on her right midway of the 
forehead, just as she stood there, her hands clenched over 
her heart, staring down at her husband's body. You know, 
gentlemen, if I'd have had calipers to measure with, I 
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could not have placed that shot more exactly in the center 
of her forehead!" 

"Colossal," grinned Goebbels sardonically. "All the wives 
we shot were men." 

"Aha, she was no man! I saw! It was ridiculous. She 
lifted her hands, and fell back into a chair. I was not sure 
then how excellent the first shot had been, and so I gave 
her one more, in the heart this time. "Well, would you be- 
lieve it, she and the chair went over backward! As she 
fell to the floor on her head, her skirt tumbled down over 
her face, and she lay there with her legs stuck up in the air 
in the most absurd fashion, bare to her belly! It was a 
sight. I had one of the men straighten her out on the 
davenport, and we went on to the next place." 

"Plenty more, eh?" beamed Goebbels. 

"Ach, yes!" said Goring. "It was a purge, this time. 
Listen! Gregor Strasser is gone, the boor; he'll never play 
Judas again. Karl Ernst was shot on his way to Bremen, 
off for a honeymoon to Madeira. He'll never boast, now, 
that he fired the Reichstag! Knowledge can be too dan- 
gerous. Major General von Krausser; Brigadier General 
Hayn; Uhl, who was the one to shoot the Leader; Dr. 
Knausler — " 

"Aha! You got at the Catholics, too!" 

"But yes. And Probst, too. Let him try to lead his Cath- 
olic Youth movement from the cemetery, now! Von Bre- 
dow— " 

Goebbels nodded. "And we got, of course, General 
Schneidhuber, and, better still, von Kahr. History did not 
stop when he betrayed our first putsch. They dragged him 
out of his bed in his nightshirt, and I hear even his body is 
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gone.* If only Briining had not been such a coward and 
sneaked into Holland, disguised as a Dutch priest. . . ." 

"He'll not come back, that's certain. And over two 
hundred more in Berlin alone! Oh, and Ernst and Sander 
died giving the salute, screeching out 'Heil Hitler!' The 
poor fools thought this was a counter-revolution!" 

"They should know, by now," said Goebbels. "And look. 
The Leader is shaken — so? — about Roehm. I would not 
tell him all that happened. Bruckner will keep an eye on 
that; he is good at not letting him know more than is 
good for him. He will make the official announcement of 
the Purge, when he gets around to it. Meanwhile, I will 
say a few things." His hard mouth pursed importantly. 

"We have nothing to hide," said Goring pompously. 
"The welfare of the Party and the Reich demanded that a 
few traitors be shot. What more?" 

"After all, when you announce Colonel Uhl had been 
named to assassinate the Chancellor himself. . . ." said 
Arnheim. 

Goebbels nodded. "Nothing to hide, no. But Party busi- 
ness is Party business, and we need announce only what 
we please. Certainly that the malcontents in the Brown- 
shirts have been killed, and von Schleicher and his wife. 
That may be enough." 

"And more than this plot, too," said Arnheim firmly. 
"There will be those that know too much, if that is all we 
say. This was a moral purge, too. We cleaned the homo- 
sexuals out of Germany, no?" 

"Well, it will be good to announce," said Goebbels 
judicially. "We should not go too far, though, if we want 
any Party left. That would be a purge, to get all of them! 

* It was later discovered, dreadfully mutilated, in a nearby swamp. 
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But the leaders, yes; it will discourage it, naturally. But, 
to the Leader himself, not too many details, gentlemen!" 

So it was left. From what I saw of him in the next two 
weeks, I do not believe that anything ever so shook the 
Leader as what had happened — especially to Ernst Roehm. 
He did not sleep for four nights, and he walked in his 
sleep for long weeks after that — his guards were all warned 
to guard him especially at such times. But the Propaganda 
Minister kept after him, and on the 13 th, the Leader him- 
self told of the purge to the Party members. One by one, 
until the seventy-seven he was to announce had been 
named, he read the list of Judases who had perished. He 
told how insupportable Roehm's insubordination had be- 
come. He told of von Schleicher's colloguing with an un- 
named foreign diplomat, anckdid not mince words about 
this. "I tell you members of the Party that if any traitor 
to the Fatherland holds a conference with a foreign states- 
man and hides it from me, even though he only chatted 
about his stamp collection or the movies, I will have him 
shot!" There was some applause at this, but not loud. He 
rose to tremendous eloquence at the end. "It was an emer- 
gency; and in an emergency I think for Germany, and act 
for Germany, and am Germany! For twenty-four hours, 
I was responsible for the fate of the German nation, and 
thereby I was the supreme judge of the German people, 
with no appeal even to God himself!" They almost tore 
down the hall in their wild applause. 

If the Leader was thus great in the hour of national 
emergency, he was as great in meeting every problem that 
confronted him, and solving with almost supernatural wis- 
dom all matters that affected the Reich. I remember it was 
that month also that he received a deputation headed by 
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the President of the University of Berlin, including all the 
leading educators of Germany. They desired to learn from 
his own Hps in what directions the government was going 
to improve education, as we had promised. Few of the 
Leader's great speeches were so statesmanlike and satur- 
ated with the Nordic spirit of undying truth. 

"My friends," he began, when the applause had begun 
to die down, "you ask me what is our program for edu- 
cation in the Reich. Let me remind you of a few vital 
truths." And then, as was his custom, with incomparable 
eloquence he traced the birth of the Party, its struggles at 
first, the salutary effect of the failure of 1923 at Munich, 
when we had not yet come to see that the Party's destiny 
was alone to save Germany for the future, and when we 
made the mistake of seeking to ally ourselves with bour- 
geois elements, corrupted and tainted beyond recovery by 
the twin poisons of Marxism and Judaism, those major 
enemies of man's progress throughout the world. He led 
up to a thrilling description of the Nazi revolution, and 
had his auditors on fire with the glorious moment when at 
last a folkic Nordic government set earnestly to work to 
wipe out the foul errors of the past. 

"We do not blink from facing the truths of history," he 
thundered. "Germany has been raped and violated long 
enough. And the tragedy to mankind is that this has been 
done, in spite of the fact that the Nordic race is the only 
race of supreme importance to mankind! We know that 
there are three sorts of races: the creators of culture; the 
maintainers of culture; and the wreckers of culture. Only 
a few nations in mankind's history have been creators of 
culture; and it is significant that science has admitted at 
last that these all belong to the Nordic race! What culture 
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was created by the despised Jew? What by the lowly Egyp- 
tian, the mongrel Babylonian, the pacifist Chinaman, the 
crude savages of the Americas, Australia, Africa? Nothing! 
Absolutely nothing! Their record is as blank as if they had 
never existed. Science is already beginning to doubt 
whether some of them did ever exist. All the culture in the 
world depends upon the Nordic race, not alone for its 
creation, but for its survival. If our race perishes, they 
carry into the grave with them all the truth, all the genius, 
all the learning, all the beauty, all the nobility of man- 
kind!" 

A wild storm of applause, led energetically by Goebbels, 
greeted this simple enunciation of the basic postulates of 
anthropological and social science. 

"He's inspired," said von Arnheim devoutly. He sat on 
one side of me, and the exquisite Ulrica on the other. 

"If he only could always live on that high plain," mur- 
mured Ulrica sadly. 

"He does," I assured her. Who better than I should 
know? 

"I can see into the distant future, as all of us can," his 
voice screeched upward in divine passion, "and I know, as 
all of us know, that there will come a time when mankind 
faces his problems with open and enlightened eyes. In that 
hour, all nations, all races, will turn to the one noblest 
race to be their undisputed leader, supported by the forces 
of the whole globe; and we will not fail of our high sum- 
mons in that high moment!" They almost went hysterical 
at this. But the Leader hushed their rapture with firm, 
monitory hands. 

"You ask me to tell you of education, of whose history 
and purpose you know so much better than I. As before, 
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the Reich will put the education of its future soldiers as 
its first and paramount civic duty! The whole purpose of 
education, as we all agree, is to occupy a boy's free time in 
the profitable cultivation of the body he was born to tend. 
We are done with idle loafing about the streets, with time- 
wasting in moving picture houses saturated with the reek 
of erotic stimulation. "When a boy's daily work is done, 
it is time for him to harden his muscles, 

. . . imitate the action of the tiger, 
Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood. . . . 
Now set the teeth, and stretch the nostril wide, 
Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit 
To his full height! 

So spoke our great Nordic poet. The boy who enters life 
soft is a weakling, and the Reich has no room for him! The 
function of education is not to cram the brain with gobbets 
of knowledge miscalled education, but to build a body 
worthy of a Nordic! And this is a responsibility that falls 
upon each one of us, not an individual responsibility alone. 
We have no right to let a single youth sin into weak- 
ness!" 

Again he hushed the tumultuous applause. "One of the 
major subjects of education must be the sport of boxing, 
neglected too long, for it encourages the spirit of attack 
more than any other subject in the curriculum. When we 
think of boxing, there are only two major names in the 
world's annals — Baer and Schmeling! Is it by accident 
that both are German? And each of us knows that the 
finest and highest institution of national education is the 
army." He beamed proudly at the President of the Uni- 
versity of Berlin, as he expressed this platitude. "Never 
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think that the function of an army is to teach a youth 
merely how to keep step in the ranks and stand at atten- 
tion, as becomes a soldier of the Fatherland; it is to learn 
from the spirit of the army that the Nordic race is uncon- 
querable, by any power on the globe!" 

The frenzy seemed more than the hypnotized audience 
could bear. But like a trumpet came the Leader's magnifi- 
cent tones. "When we teach history, it is not merely to 
learn to parrot lists of names of kings and popes, and dry 
dates better forgotten; it is to read the past and the present 
so as to assure the perpetual existence and progress of our 
superior nation! The errors of past teaching must be 
purged relentlessly — " his eyes glared, and there was no one 
listening who did not shiver at the memory of June 30th. 
The salutary lesson had sunk in deep. "Thus we are taught 
that the separate States of the United States of America 
created the Union. Lies like this must be purged forever! 
For we know that it was the Union itself which created 
most of these miscalled States. It was the German aid to 
the struggling colonies which in 1776 defeated an England 
already saturated with the poison of Jewish international- 
ism, and ripe for its poisonous off-spring, Marxism! The 
population of North America consists almost entirely of 
Nordic elements; the hour will come when we will regard 
that as an outer frontier of the world-shaking Reich! 

"So much for history," again stilling the applause. "As 
important, today, in this age of applied mechanical mar- 
vels, is science. And every one of us knows that the pur- 
pose of teaching and learning science is to increase our 
national pride in the advancement of the German race and 
the German nation that we constitute. The whole history 
of nations, even of civilization itself, must be taught as 
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one great stream leading up to German greatness, man- 
kind's highest achievement! Take inventions," his hands 
pleaded desperately for silence, that his pearls might not be 
lost. "Take inventions. An inventor is not great merely be- 
cause of his invention; but because he is a fellow German! 
If you take away the German inventors, who are left? But 
hear the roll of the world's major inventors! Gutenberg, 
von Kleist, Bunsen, Mitterhoffer, Hertz, Otto, Benz, Wels- 
bach, Hoffman, Diesel, Haber, Ehrlich, Berliner, Lilienthal, 
Jatho, Mond — what names are fit to be mentioned beside 
these? And even if we look at a foreign land, such as the 
United States of America, what names do we find but 
Schnebley, Westinghaus, Eickemeyer, Brusch, Watermann, 
Mergenthaler, Shallenberger, Baekeland — Germans to the 
last one of them! Creativeness is an exclusively Nordic 
attribute; invention began and ended with the German 
people. So let us hail our fellow-countrymen, primarily 
because they are Nordic, and secondarily because they have 
lived up to the best of the Nordic tradition, and have 
benefited the Fatherland, and so the world! As with great 
deeds, so with inventions: our major pride will forever be 
that the fortunate doer and inventor are Nordic, and hence 
of mankind's superior race! Heil Hitler!" 

They rose as one body, one heart, one soul, to return the 
great salute. 

A message was handed to the Leader, even as he was 
about to return, weary and sweating, to his seat. He waved 
the frenzy to silence. "I am asked to say a word about fe- 
male education, which is of course essential, since we 
treasure the women of the Reich as the mothers of the race. 
Female education. ... It does not take so many words. 
Bodily training! That of course will receive the major 
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stress. First, last, and always, the training of the woman's 
body. Let her have strong legs, to support her body while 
it works, to bring her to her home and husband and young 
when day is over. Let her have strong arms, for work and 
to hold her babies suckling at her breasts. Let her have 
well-developed breasts, to nourish the soldiers of tomorrow. 
Let her have a strong well-developed thorax and abdomen, 
that she may breathe to her maximum efficiency, so? Let 
her have a well-developed pelvis, kept supple by daily exer- 
cise, that her birth-pains may be less. Let her have a fecund 
uterus, to bear children worthy of our great fate!" 

His hands battered feebly against the solid flood of ap- 
plause. "Beyond this," he had to repeat it, "beyond this, 
there must be character, there must be morals, there must 
be a proper attitude toward her husband, lord and master. 
And I will not deny that, since the son inherits much from 
his mother, her intellect should not be entirely neglected. 
But first, last, and all the time, the bodily development of 
the mothers of tomorrow — the educated Nordic mothers 
of all tomorrows!" 

There were tears in the eyes of the aged President of 
the University of Berlin, as the Leader reached this mag- 
nificent peroration. "Never have I understood education 
so," he almost sobbed. There were tears in my eyes. Ger- 
many could not fail, with such a redeemer to lead it to its 
destiny! 
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CHAPTER XV 

"UNTO ME ALL POWER IS GIVEN—" 

WHEN we returned to the Chancellery from the 
Leader's great speech on education, even the outer 
offices of the great building throbbed with a tense excite- 
ment. Inside was Erik von Arnheim, straight from a con- 
fidential mission to Vienna. 

The Leader greeted him warmly. "Well, it is to be the 
Anschluss, when?" 

Von Arnheim shrugged. "That damned Austrian 
Schlamperei! * They have forgotten already why they 
should want the union!" , 

"They have become contaminated by Jews and clericals. 
I will drill that out of them. You told them, as I said?" 

The special envoy nodded. "With all the frills in the 
world, Herr Hitler. You are Austrian; it is your country; 
they are your own people; and naturally they should look 
to your genius to rule it. Again, we can develop the Styrian 
iron deposits far better than they. Again, Czechoslovakia 
and how much more was stolen from them by the de- 
mocracies, and you will restore it to the united Reich — 
yourself, the avenger of Austria's shame. Again, they are 
Germans, six and a half million of them, and they should 
march beside their brothers under the swastika. One cab- 
inet member spat, when I mentioned it." 

* Slovenliness, sloppiness, amiable casualness. 
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I shuddered. 

Hitler scowled ominously. "Ugh, unbelievable! Record 
his name; he'll get his reward. They refuse the Anschluss, 
no?" 

Von Arnheim's hands spread, suavely. "Ach, Leader, 
you did not send me to fail! It will come; of course, 
through our Nazis there. As you pointed out to me," — I 
was always amused at the way each close satellite toadied 
to Hitler, giving him credit in the aggregate for every 
brilliant thought that anyone had — "this four and a half 
foot dwarf of a Chancellor, Herr Dollfuss, stands in the 
way. Well, we have a prescription for that." His hand 
gestured as if slitting his own throat, his lips tchk'd once. 

"A clerical, and all clericals are swine! You told them 
that every loyal Nordic would see to it he eliminated a 
Catholic Chancellor, of course?" 

"Indeed yes. I reminded them that these dastardly cler- 
icals had destroyed all the magnificent work of the Vienna 
Socialists — who certainly must have been inspired with 
Nordic ideals, the way they rebuilt — with their artillery, 
their bombs — and a thousand men, women and children 
brutally murdered. Even his guild government is a papal 
invention; and what the pope touches, he fouls. And they 
are ready — ready to act, now!" 

"Anything definite?" asked Goebbels. He had flinched 
when Dollfuss's height was mentioned. He was sensitive 
about dwarfs. 

Von Arnhiem nodded. "I suggested the 25 th of this 
month. It may be peaceful, of course; though, after June 
30th here — " 

Hitler shivered, as he still did at all mention of that day. 
"It will help greatly. In spite of the Purge, the harvest is 
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execrable, and there are more scowls than I like to see. We 
have promised the Anschluss to the Party. It will pull their 
minds off their bellies." 

Goebbels shook his head doubtfully. "Only if it suc- 
ceeds. They are slipshod, lazy, these Austrians. But I'll get 
all the propaganda written in advance — I'll even have 
photographs of Rintelen as the new Chancellor spread 
broadcast, for release the 25th. The planes will be ready 
to fly the Austrian Nazi exiles back to Vienna. We won't 
fail!" 

But the 25th must, of course, be the Bayreuth Festival, 
and not even a revolution could keep the Leader away 
from Wagner. It was Gotterdammerung that afternoon, 
and I was not to take word in to Hitler unless it was im- 
perative. Even before the opera started, he received word 
that one Nazi renegade had confessed the whole plot. Just 
as the curtain went up, word came that it had taken too 
long for his confession to reach the cabinet, and the putsch 
would succeed anyway. These Austrians! Even Hitler, 
when I carried this word to him, said irritably, "Ach, but 
of course! Get out, get out! The overture commences. . . 

The radio announced that the putsch had succeeded — 
that Dollfuss indeed had been shot! This was more likely, 
but hardly enough to interrupt Wagner for. And then, 
reports grew vaguer, more confusing: Rintelen hadn't ar- 
rived; he was in prison; the putsch was a success; what 
was the Leader's word? And with it a last minute dis- 
patch from the Italian frontier that Goebbels brought over 
to give to the Leader in person. 

It was the final chords rolling despairingly out, now, 
with the German gods dead at last, and their heaven ended 
forever. Goebbels stood silent, in spite of the importance 
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of his message, until the final note died away. He pulled 
Hitler to one side and showed him the last message first. 

Hitler's face grew hard. "Damn that greasy Italian! So, 
he'll occupy Austria in twenty-four hours, if the putsch 
succeeds! Why didn't he keep his t filthy hands off our in- 
ternal affairs?" 

Von Arnheim looked glum. "If you had been there to 
direct them. . . ." 

"I will be, next time. Any more death notices?" He 
scowled at the opportunity lost. 

Goebbels smiled evilly. "Hindenburg is sinking." 

"Thank God for that!" said the Leader devoutly. 
"Maybe some good news happens soon!" And then, as we 
sat at dinner, "This Austrian debacle seems unimportant 
to me. No more than a postponement, at worst. How they 
can worship the gods they do! I have spent the afternoon 
living with real gods — the great German gods! Surely, in 
Wagner, they are more alive than ever — and eternally!" 

"I suppose it is their religion that's at fault," said Goeb- 
bels thoughtfully. "It's usually at the base of most human 
stupidity. They're rank with Catholicism — and the plot 
and counterplot to get Austria more fully under the pope's 
thumb is unbelievable!" 

The Leader smiled, a sly glitter in his eye. "Rosenberg 
says that this Jesus is the most contemptible god any race 
or people ever worshipped. It isn't just that he was cruci- 
fied like a common criminal — but the things that led up 
to it! The flagellation — the torture — " 

"The Passion of Jesus?" I asked. "The Stations of the 
Cross?" 

"That, and more," said von Arnheim authoritatively. 
"Now, to begin with, all this is done to God himself — ex- 
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isting before Time began, creator of the earth and the 
whole universe, who displayed his backsides to Moses — so 
the Old Testament says — and then split himself into three 
that still continued one — " 

"Such bosh!" interjected the Leader. 

"But how convenient! As God the Father, he creates 
Mary, his daughter, then a Jewess married to the Jew 
Joseph. As God the Holy Ghost he makes her pregnant; as 
God the Son, Jesus, he is born out of her Jewish womb! As 
if that were not contemptible enough, he permits himself 
to suffer every indignity a masochist could desire — and all 
at a time when he is boasting his 'heavenly Father' could 
send twenty divisions of angels to rescue him, if he wished 
it! Read the details in Matthew — a few less in Mark — less 
still in Luke, and John adding a few — why, there's noth- 
ing that we do to the Jews in the concentration camps they 
didn't do to him, with his permission, if you please! He 
was blindfolded, slapped in the face, they spat in his face 
repeatedly, the Jews beat him, Pilate had him scourged — 
and you can be sure the Roman made the blood stream 
down! — they beat him on the head, gave him vinegar and 
gall to drink, and then nailed his hands and feet to the 
cross, and let him hang there between two dying thieves 
until he died. Is it any wonder that, ever since, the Chris- 
tians have formed flagellation sects, and welcomed on their 
own bodies the ecstatic agonies of the beatings and other 
indignities given to their Jesus!" 

"Isn't there a sect in Berlin that commemorates the 
crucifixion annually?" smiled the Leader. 

"Ah, but not of Christians! I have told you, Leader. 
Once a year they kidnap some Jew, and give him a full 
sample of all that this Jesus had to undergo, to the final 
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death on the cross. One year I could have seen it; but it 
was a Jewish girl, and . . . well, I did not go." 

"If he was a Jew," said Goebbels fiercely, "he deserved 
all he received. Jesus, and these others too. It is a splendid 
precedent to do this to all Jews, no?" 

But the Leader had to hurry back to the opera, and so 
this discussion went no further. The next morning, word 
came to us that Rintelen had tried to commit suicide at 
midnight the night before, shooting at his own heart; but 
that he lived, with stitches taken in it. The Leader passed 
the dispatch to me to read. "When I do it, I will not miss 
so," he said soberly. 

"Not you, Herr Hitler! What would the Party — what 
would Germany do without you?" 

"Well enough," he said dispiritedly. I could see that the 
Austrian matter was at last weighing on his mind. "Every- 
thing must end, sooner or later." 

There was some good news out of Austria in the days 
that followed. When Holzweber and Planetta were hanged 
for their part in the putsch, they died with "Heil Hitler!" 
on their lips as their last words, like true Nordics. And 
meanwhile, in his home in East Prussia, the President sank 
lower and lower. The Party propaganda department re- 
peated again and again that the latest and greatest Nazi 
convert was giving his life for Germany; had he not sent 
telegrams to Hitler and Goring, congratulating them on 
the magnificent achievement of the Blood Purge? 

On August and, the senile old Field Marshal breathed his 
last. The morning papers carried this news to Germany, 
and more glorious news — that again the Leader had solved 
a vexing problem of state with utter brilliance, always 
doing the common-sense thing, so hidden from other 
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minds. Who hereafter would be President, and who Chan- 
cellor? Why, he would be both, naturally! And that very 
morning, every Reichswehr officer and soldier throughout 
all Germany took the solemn oath: 

I swear by God this sacred oath, that I will render uncon- 
ditional obedience to the Leader of the German Reich and people, 
Adolf Hitler, the Commander-in-Chief of the armed forces; and 
that I will, as a brave soldier, at all times be ready to stake my 
life for this oath. 

Magnificant words! The Party press told how sick officers 
had rushed from their sickbeds to take the oath and pledge 
allegiance to the Leader; thus denying the earlier story 
that many had taken sick leave to avoid taking it. All 
unable to take it on the 2nd did it on the next day. 

"Otherwise," von Blomberg explained to me with a 
wink, "we have enough unexplained suicidies to make the 
Blood Purge look like an Alpine skiing trip." 

The German people ratified this action of the Leader's 
by a vote announced as 88% in favor of it. No doubt the 
tired polls officers were too wearied to count the last 12% 
of the vote; it is inconceivable that any true German 
would not have voted for him; and who else would be 
allowed to vote? In the ideal government, which we in 
Germany are approximating more and more nearly, all 
votes will be unanimous, and hence need only be cast by 
the Leader himself. It is socially unhealthy to let it be 
known that there is even one dissentient in a properly 
organized state. 

And then came the immortal ratification of the cleansed 
and rejuvenated Germany, at the annual Party Day at 
Niirnberg. The vast columned reviewing-stand of the 
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Luit-pold Arena faced the armed might of Germany, a 
vista so vast that I, seated on the tribune just behind the 
Leader, could hardly see the impressive Party standards 
that ringed the whole horizon. After the roll of the heroic 
dead were called, two by two, with fanfares of trumpets 
wafting the immortal souls upward into the German 
heaven, the Leader himself spoke, with winged words no 
man has ever bettered: "Such achievements as I have made 
have been made by Germany, with me as her spokesman. 
Such mistakes as history may record against me I myself 
assume full responsibility for. Perfection is not even true 
of the Leader. But I can look the whole world of men in 
the face — the heroic past, the magnificent present, the yet 
unrevealed future of German glory — and say that I have 
never done one deed or indeed held one thought that was 
not for the benefit of the whole German people. Be it 
written to my credit or discredit, I have lived my life with 
but one motive: a greater Germany! And I have achieved 
it. Heil Hitler!" 

Goring was so excited at this peroration that he voided 
wind like a thunderclap. This habit and belching have 
grown constantly on him. When once some finicky Junker 
objected that his manners were coarse for a general, the 
Leader shut him up swiftly: "When I find a man who 
belches louder, he can have Goring's place." It is no won- 
der that Germany loves him, as the world will one day 
come to love him. So, at least, I thought, with his tones 
ringing then in my ears. Today. . . . 

Well, we returned to Berlin the next day, jubilant at 
one more year ended, with no open outbreak seething up 
from the discontent of starved and suffering millions. We 
were to dine at the Kaiserhof Hotel that night, the whole 
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cabinet, as well as the inner group of the Nazi rulers. 
Naturally, I was along as a bodyguard, placed at a table a 
little higher than the one occupied by the Leader and his 
glittering cohorts. Erik von Arnheim had long ago told 
me that on such occasions there was always a flask of 
brandy in his greatcoat, and cigars and cigarettes, if ever 
I happened to stroll out to the men's room. This night I 
had taken advantage of his friendliness more than once; 
and, as the Leader rose to speak, I decided to slip up to the 
coatroom, which was on a balcony with a full view of the 
tables, and enjoy a cigar at a time when it could not possi- 
bly bring offense to the Leader. His words would seem 
more golden, through the swirling gray haze of a Corona 
Corona, after a sip of brandy. It was a pity there was no 
place I could retire to with the coatroom girl for a brief 
session, alas! 

I secured the cigar and stepped out on the balcony, half 
hidden behind a huge trellis of smilax forming a gigantic 
swastika. I lit the cigar and stared down, heart at ease, at 
these representatives of a triumphant Germany in a con- 
tented world. The Chairman came near the end of his re- 
marks introducing the Leader. 

Suddenly I knew that a man stood beside me, closer to 
the wall, more hidden than I by the massed smilax. I 
turned toward him, when a pistol was shoved rudely 
against my ribs. "Keep looking down at the tables, and 
smiling," said the voice I had heard twice before. "And, 
no outcry, or it will be your last." 

I stiffened more erect. "But you will be apprehended 
too, traitor to the Fatherland!" 

"So you say. My escape is provided for. No one who 
opposes that Austrian swine is a traitor to Germany, re- 
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member. I have wanted these few words with you, Little 
Adolf, for some time. Tonight is the great night, when it 
is almost too late for talk." 

"For what!" I said, voice aghast. 

"You will see. Tonight," his voice -was low but knife- 
like for clearness, "Adolf Hitler will die, — in five minutes, 
now. If you make the outcry, yes, it might happen sooner. 
And you will die at that moment, by a shot; and neither 
of us wants that. You prefer to live, is it not so?" 

I was quite convinced that this was mere idle talk. The 
thought of the Leader's death could not be entertained. 
But it was my duty to try to find out all I could from this 
mysterious traitor, still in his great cloak swirled about 
him, for all that I knew that he wore the uniform of a 
captain in the Reichswehr beneath it. And the pistol 
pushed into my ribs was held in his left hand! "But talk," 
I said. "What is it that you wish with me?" 

"When Hitler is shot, tonight," he said slowly, "word 
of it will never reach Germany, or the world outside. How 
could it? The dining room is sealed to all but to those high 
in the Party and their trusted guards. There will be the 
swift conference, and the matter will be hushed up — until 
it is tactful to announce such as they wish to announce. 
Did not this Hitler name only seventy-seven killed in the 
Blood Purge, instead of the nine hundred and more that 
lost their lives then?" 

"The other deaths were mere coincidences," I said 
firmly. "That is Party tactics. Besides, the Leader thinks 
" there were only seventy-seven." 

"Enough of that; time grows small," he said swiftly. 
"When he is shot — and you will stand on this high moun- 
tain, as the Jesus you despise stood there beside the devil 
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and watched the glories of the world unrolled beneath 
him — you will walk down these steps, so? and say quietly, 
'Gentlemen, here am I, Adolf Hitler, at your service.' — 
Your wig off, your nose as should be! So?" 
"But — then!" I objected. 

"Let them decide," in slow triumphant certainty. "Look 
— there to your left — where those two men stand behind 
the three waiters — you see the gun lifted that will end 
this Hitler forever?" 

It was like a pantomime show, and I had too much com- 
mon sense to believe that it could be real. It might be some 
joke planned by some of the more ribald members of the 
Party; it might even be Party tactics, such as had been dis- 
cussed before the Reichstag Building was burned. I felt a 
natural curiosity to ascertain which it was; but the part of 
wisdom, with this pistol boring into my ribs, was to curb 
my curiosity. Sooner or later one always finds out such 
things, I have observed. 

The man with the pistol laid its barrel quietly on the 
shoulder of one of the waiters, who was in the pantomime 
too, and aimed it at the Leader, as he rose with his great- 
hearted smile to begin his speech. 

It was at this moment that one of the waiters, cursed 
with a cold, coughed. And, by ill luck, at that moment a 
Blackshirt guard looked over to where the cough came 
from, and saw the pistol aimed at the Leader. 

"Watch out!" he shouted, hurling himself across the 
space toward the man with the pistol. 

At that moment, things happened too fast for me to 
observe them with accurate regard to sequence. I saw the 
gun blaze, without sound. But out of the corner of my eye 
I saw a huge Blackshirt guard behind the Leader hurl him 
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down into his chair — indeed, his rump scraped off its edge, 
and he sat ingloriously on the floor. At that moment, the 
huge guard too screamed, and lifted up his hand, writhing 
it; blood splattered all over the tablecloth. I could see, so 
close I stood, that a finger had been shot off. And already 
the man who had shot lay on the floor, knocked uncon- 
scious from a blow with the butt of a revolver. 

As if by magic, all was quiet again. The Leader was on 
his feet, as they led away the moaning Blackshirt, a napkin 
wrapped around his bleeding hand. "Quiet, my friends," 
he said, with his great-hearted smile. "A bulb has blown. 
It is nothing. We were all startled, for the moment. It is 
forgotten. My friends," he leaned forward, "the future of 
Germany. . . ." 

The voice beside me spoke, with melancholy music. 
"But not forever a miss," he said. "Good night, Little 
Adolf. You will see me again soon. Make no outcry. . . 
The pistol bored once again into my ribs, and he was gone. 
I still do not know how it was managed. 

I finished my cigar and returned to the table. 



222 



THE STRANGE DEATH 



CHAPTER XVI 

THE MOTHERS OF THE RACE 

ON JANUARY 13, 1935, the Saar territory voted 
overwhelmingly, in its plebiscite, held under anti- 
German auspices, to return to the Reich. This was but nat- 
ural, since the superiority of German culture is increas- 
ingly becoming known to all the world. But the month 
was far more important to me for a more personal reason. 
On the 28th, my adored Ulrica gave birth to a son. 
- It was always an event when any of the inner council 
did anything conducing to Germany's firm stand for a 
richer and ampler married life; and in this instance the 
Leader congratulated the proud father before the whole 
cabinet, on his addition of a little Reichsminister to the 
Nazi Party. He himself stood godfather to the child, 
which by Ulrica's cleverness was named after him. I felt 
rather proud that the felicitations were really intended for 
me; and was only sorry that the Leader was of such a 
nature that he would not have enjoyed having this made 
clear to him by me. 

In his Mother's Day Speech, which occurred not so long 
afterward, the Leader paid especial tribute to the Reichs- 
minister's wife as a type of the highest in German woman- 
hood. "Here we have a young and beautiful woman, a 
loyal Party member since the start, who was selected for 
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her beauty and her exquisite voice to render the immortal 
music of Germany before the discriminating musical ap- 
preciation of the sons of the Fatherland. But at the proper 
time, she laid aside this lessor glory for the far higher and 
nobler calling of wife — wife of one high in the councils 
of the Party. And now a far higher accolade has been 
laid upon her — that of the mother of the future! For out 
of wifehood comes love, and out of love comes the glory 
of motherhood. If we men must face death in defense of 
the Party and the Fatherland and the Nordic ideals to 
which Germany is consecrated, surely no less do the Ger- 
man mothers go down into the valley of the shadow, to 
bring back a rosebud boy who will himself grow into a 
mighty Siegfried of valor, inheriting all of his father's 
stanch party loyalty, personal bravery, and statesmanlike 
acumen. 

"Ulrica von Arnheim, you have done well! May all the 
girls of Germany choose as nobly as you, and follow in 
your footsteps, and achieve as fruitfully! Heil Hitler!" 

In the midst of the wild applause of the general re- 
sponse, the darling — I was seated between her and her 
infinitely flattered husband — blushed prettily, and smiled 
at her husband. "It's nice to have a little Adolf of my 
own, instead of this lout who does not agree with me 
nearly often enough on party tactics." 

"Lout, she calls you," smiled her husband. "She should 
be spanked, for that." 

But the Leader had soared ahead. "Here we have a sam- 
ple of what marriage at its best can be; not the hideous 
disgrace that it has become in the democracies, and was 
for so long in the Republic under the Marxists. It should 
be consecrated as an institution to raise up soldiers and 
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mothers of soldiers in the highest Nazi tradition, instead of 
being a cloak for private lusts and perversities, whose pro- 
duce can only be monstrous degenerate beings, half man 
and half monkey! It is the custom of the age in which we 
live, except in Nazi Germany, to permit any corrupt mon- 
grel or degenerate to reproduce himself upon a lovely girl 
of blonde, Nordic stock, and thus bring unspeakable suf- 
fering on his fellow countrymen and the monsters engen- 
dered of his lust. In Germany, we have ended that. Let the 
surgeon's knife render the degenerates, of either sex, 
sterile forever! So we have decreed, and so we are magnifi- 
cently achieving! And this should be a warning to inferior 
races, of their nature degenerate!" 

He pushed through the hurricane of handclappings. 
"Quite as sinful is it for the weakling, the invalid, to bear 
children who may inherit this weakness, this invalidism. 
Most wicked of all is it to me to see on sale in any drug- 
store, and even hawked about by street peddlers, iniquitous 
devices which prevent the birth of offspring even where 
the parents are healthy in the highest Nordic sense, and en- 
tirely fitted to bear children worthy of the Fatherland. 
Let me bring this home to you: if your parents had used 
birth control, where would you be! If my mother had sunk 
so low as to commit this sin, I myself would not be here 
before you! For that only do I respect the evil Roman 
Catholic Church, that creature of internationalism, that it 
sets its face sternly against any limitation of offspring; 
even though its reason for this is superstitious, the fear of 
destroying an immortal soul. That far they are right, that 
this is sinful among healthy parents; but they are eternally 
wrong, when they apply the same standard to degenerates! 
It is the duty of such to abstain from anything that may 
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perpetuate their degeneracy; and it is society's duty to 
protect itself against suck monstrous offspring. Out of 
these — I am sure science will one day corroborate me — the 
inferior races of mankind have sprung!" 

He stilled the torrent of applause, an exalted passion 
lighting his face. "For the weakling, the invalid, there is 
always the adoption of some poor, strange infant of healthy 
parents, who can be brought up with full love and devo- 
tion to become a worthy soldier of the Reich, or the mother 
of German soldiers. And the goal we aim for is not Utop- 
ian, but very near and very real. It is the application of 
Nordic science to human offspring! Why should we make 
such vast strides in the breeding of poultry, swine, cattle, 
even dogs and cats, and ignore the human race, who can 
with even more profit be bred quite as scientifically and 
profitably? We Nazis intend to uplift the breeding of 
human babies until it is done quite as efficiently and 
amelioratively as the breeding of prize-winnning dogs 
and cats, swine and horses! The sires must be registered, 
and their pedigrees fully known; the dams must be 
guarded from contamination by mongrel sires — and no 
cloak of marriage can hallow such a foul and unnatural 
union! They must receive service at the proper time, under 
the supervision of qualified Nazi officials, which will in- 
sure a continual race improvement of our glorious Nordic 
stock!" 

Again he hushed the clamor of enraptured applause. 
"The full value of romantic love, I grant, must never be 
lost sight of. But this is an extremely overrated matter. 
Did you ever hear of the romantic love of a well-bred 
Siamese female cat for a mongrel alley Tom, or of a pedi- 
greed police bitch for some unpedigreed vagrant dog? 
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Even as unthinkable is any thought of romance between 
a Nordic girl and a mongrel mucker. Romance will bud 
from a scrutiny of pedigrees; and the Germany of the 
future will be peopled by a race whose parents have been 
selected by blood tests, chemical analyses, and a rigorous 
use of the most qualified sires to serve all dams worthy of 
perpetuating the stock. So it will be!" 

With his infinite good humor, he quieted the demonstra- 
tion. His eyes flamed more than ever. "One other blessing 
we will bestow on our German girls. Naturally, being fe- 
male, they are not of themselves qualified to be German 
citizens. That is reserved for the men; by the old German 
law, the sword is the suffrage. But the German girl who 
marries will cease to be thereafter merely a State subject, 
but will automatically by her marriage become a full citi- 
zen! Naturally, we will extend this privilege also to Ger- 
man females engaged in business, since in that way too 
they contribute to the welfare of the Reich. My friends, I 
give you the German mother! Heil Hitler!" 

This was the Leader's epochal Mother's Day Speech. At 
the cabinet dinner afterwards, Goebbels praised it without 
restraint; and then looked at the Leader with a sly twinkle. 
"But you did not mention adultery, or mistresses. You 
seemed to assume that all babies are made in lawful wed- 
lock." 

"Adultery is unnecessary," said the Leader firmly. "Cer- 
tainly one wife would be at least enough." 

Goring chuckled. "I'll marry me another wife in April, 
with the Leader as best man. And, by God, on that day we 
will have those two Communists, Epstein and Ziegler, re- 
sponsible for Horst Vessel's death, executed — the old Ger- 
man fertility rite of a blood sacrifice." 
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"Frau Sonneman?" 

"Yes, Emmy," gruffly. "We've hit it off together. We 
will get married." 

Von Arnheim smiled a bit cattily. "Whether you think 
adultery is necessary or not, Herr Reichskanzler, it's uni- 
versal. If there are any Party leaders who don't have a mis- 
tress, or more than one, I've never heard of them. The 
General had to put Rosenberg's mistress in jail, for sub- 
versive remarks. Streicher and his doctor's wife are known 
to everyone. Even such a little swine as Ludecke went 
about boasting of this affair and that. If such is human 
nature, what are you going to do about it?" 

They all watched the Leader covertly. He turned a little 
paler. "Adultery is entirely unnecessary," he said. "If 
human nature interferes, we will change it." 

"Take my case," said von Arnheim, mellowed by the 
wine. "Ulrica has just borne her little Adolf. A woman is 
sensitive, after a thing like that; the very thought of her 
husband is repulsive to her, for a time. And what is a man 
to do?" 

I smiled to myself at this; for two nights before, when 
he had had to go to Vienna, she and I had rehearsed our 
first night together, with mutual pleasure. It was I who 
suggested that she continue so sensitive against her hus- 
band; and she swore to do it, to prove her so deep love to 
me. If ever another man but myself touched her, she said, 
she would blow out her brains. I have observed that 
women are most fascinating in such moments of extreme 
love. I let her kiss my hand to seal the pledge. And so I 
was interested in all that von Arnheim said. 

But the Leader shook his head. "Let the man wait until 
it is time to serve. That is enough." 
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This was the busiest of all times with us, for all that 
the activity was preparatory, not yet cresting into actions 
to shake the peace of the world. I have observed that it is 
in the times of apparent inactivity that the most progress 
is made. For each day has its twenty-four hours, and there 
is no inactivity in the waking hours for minds as alert and 
loyal to the Party and the Reich as those at the head of the 
Party. One by one the very planks of the platform that 
poor dead Captain Roehm had struggled so for were being 
shaped and planned as achievements, unless they were 
clearly inapplicable to conditions. 

It was in the August following that the Leader suddenly 
disappeared from the Chancellery, and I was told that ho 
was at the hospital undergoing a minor operation. The 
Leader is not like Stalin, who when he needs an operation 
has it performed simultaneously on himself and all nine 
of his doubles, for safety as well as concealment of his 
actual health; the Leader faced his crisis alone. I would 
have had to have been told anyhow, for four times during 
the interval I had to be Adolf Hitler on parade, and on 
one of these occasions had to broadcast to the world his 
ideas on Jews and Catholics. I only regretted that there 
were not new subjects that I could talk on; what he 
thought about these subjects I could have repeated in my 
sleep, so familiar it had become. 

"It's nothing," Goebbels told me, his face drawn and 
haggard from worry. "It's absolutely not cancer. I know 
his mother died from it; but the Leader inherited none of 
it. It was merely a polyp on his vocal cords. The gassing 
in the World War, the incredible speech-making he has 
made to carry the Party to where it is — these have finally 
exacted their toll." 
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"It is his oratory, is it not, Herr Minister," I asked the 
repulsive-looking cripple, "that has given him his tre- 
mendous power? With Mussolini, it is writing; with Stalin, 
routine work as party secretary; but, with the Leader, it is 
the golden magic of his voice — is it not so?" 

"But naturally," he said proudly. "There has been no 
such eloquence like it in the history of mankind." 

At the Niirnberg Party Day that came a month later, 
the Leader saddened the hearts of all the Party members 
by speaking of the hour when he would die. "That hour 
will come for me, too, and I can never know when it will 
be. But I know that the Party will continue and flourish 
and rule and lead Germany to her destiny. I commit to the 
magnificent German army the power of the Party and 
the Reich, confident that it will never falter in its sacred 
duty." It was clear that the idea of death hovered over 
him; and there was more and more talk of cancer. But I 
had Goebbels' word for it, and that was enough. 

All of these months, so quiet above, the history of to- 
morrow was being planned and matured. I can never for- 
get the talk the Leader had with me on March 3rd of the 
next spring. "Well, Little Adolf, on Saturday my Reichs- 
wehr marches into the Rhinelands." 

"But what a coup! The world suspects nothing!" 

He was off, marching up and down the long Chancellery 
study, as if he were addressing the Recording Angel. "Up 
to that hour, cringing beneath the iniquitous treaties of 
Versailles and Locarno, we were forbidden to exercise our 
God-given right of sovereignty over our own territory 
. . . as if German administration of this ancient and in- 
tegral part of the Fatherland must wait on the rubber- 
stamp O.K. of Paris and London. We had to stand by and 
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see France illegally fill these lands with mongrel African 
soldiers, and white French officers stand by and applaud 
while they violated our Nordic mothers and sisters. 

"That is all over! By this one move I will notify the 
world that Germany is sovereign still, and will take orders 
hereafter from no power, living or dead! Heil Hitler!" 

Utterly inspired, I gave the response, the salute. And on 
Saturday we marched in. What a bombshell in the squab- 
bling camps of the impotent European diplomats! France 
wanted to march. . . . But what was France? The Leader 
had a minor throat attack, and I had to say it for him to 
the Reich over the air. "France is a democracy, that spawn 
of Jewish creation and eternal structural weakness. France 
is the eternal inveterate enemy of the Fatherland, which we 
will annihilate before our destiny can be made secure! We 
will find it necessary to turn France into a German man- 
date, to permit room for our destined expansion into a 
nation of two hundred and fifty million dominant Nordics; 
and so France has only one course open before it, to bow 
to the Juggernaut of our decision. Belgium shivers, we are 
told; but what is Belgium? A mere truck-garden at our 
backdoor, which will sooner or later be used by us for no 
more. England has done nothing but hem and haw, at 
where it holds the world's Olympic championship. Eng- 
land is no longer impressive. 

"Fellow Germans, we are in the Rhineland! We have 
militarized it. Italy too had guaranteed its demilitarization; 
but Italy now has an aggressive government, utterly op- 
posed to the poisonous Jewish concept of democracy. 
Italy, I give you my word for it, will hold hands off — and 
I expect from my great friend II Duce his personal con- 
gratulations on my manly step! 
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"And why are we justified in this historic step? Because 
the Franco-Soviet pact of mutual aid, even now being 
ratified in effeminate Paris, itself violated the Treaty of 
Locarno, and thereby frees us to move forward to our 
destiny. We have been summoned to a conference at Lon- 
don to settle the matter. We will go; but it has been 
settled by our actions! Heil Hitler!" 

He congratulated me highly on the speech, and said that 
I had indeed gone beyond his planned utterances in several 
particulars, and in each case an improvement. He sent his 
ambassador-at-large, young Joachim von Ribbentrop, to 
London, and of course the Nazi dominated the conference. 
For we knew what we wanted, and had taken it; the rest 
could only pass resolutions of condolence to themselves. 
The Leader shrewdly had Ribbentrop offer the Leader's 
plan to the conference, asking much of what we really 
wanted; so that the infantile democratic delegates forgot 
what the conference had been summoned for, and discussed 
the Leader's proposal that France, indeed, hold a plebiscite 
on his plan! 

But it was the Leader himself, one week later, who lifted 
the Nordic fist against the Judaized Soviet power. "There 
can be no peace on earth until all nations have the same 
law and the same legal system. It is because of this that I 
know that National Socialism will one day cover the entire 
world. This is no idle dream, but an object I pledge you we 
will achieve!" 

He was jubilant, when we entered the car together after 
this magnificent Niirnberg speech, for the return trip. 
"Let them read that ten years from now . . . twenty 
years from now . . . and then begin to list their major 
prophets!" 
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"It is the Bible of the future," I said fervently. For so, 
in those days, I thought. 

I remember we stopped for dinner at a charming little 
inn near Jena, all informal and delightful. After an hour 
of eating and relaxation, it was time to commence the rest 
of the trip. Wisely the party in our car repaired to the 
men's room, the Leader, myself, and the three most trusted 
bodyguards. I remember Julius Sehreck and I went in 
first, and then the Leader, and his Adjutant and Schaub 
close behind him. It was Schaub and I who came out first, 
and walking alone behind us Julius Sehreck, the trusted 
chauffeur, who was Hitler himself, except for his blacker 
eyes and hair. I, of course, had on my wig; or I would not 
be writing these pages. 

As the Leader himself was pushing open the swinging 
door, three men sprang out from the center of a clump of 
privet. It was so sudden, for once we were entirely unpre- 
pared. 

A brutal hand hit me under the jaw, while a foot 
tripped me and sent me sprawling on the ground. Schaub 
told me later he fell the same way. I know now that there 
was a border of bricks slanted half out of the ground, and 
I rolled over and bumped the back of my head against one 
of these, so that it was stars I saw, more than the Milky 
Way. Utterly indignant, I rolled to my feet, and had out 
my revolver. 

There was no need for it. The Blackshirt guards had fal- 
len upon the three men, and they were methodically 
beating in their skulls with the butts of their sjamboks, 
as if they were beating carpets. 

The Leader was standing there alone, with Bruckner a 
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step behind him. He was looking down at a man's body on 
the ground. It was poor Schreck. 
"Dead," the Leader said. 

I looked at what had been done to his head, and I looked 
away. My stomach is not strong. 

But he was still alive. Concussion of the brain, yes, and a 
dreadful inflammation that kept him hovering between 
life and death for three weeks, and then life did not win. 

At least, we buried him with the highest Nazi honors at 
a military funeral. It is so a soldier of the Fatherland 
should go to his next detail. 

There came a note for me, unsigned: 

This was not our doing. But the hour nears. 

W. 

We receive many such crank letters. I destroyed it. But 
I got a list of officers of the Reichswehr, and studied those 
whose first names or last names began with W. 
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CHAPTER XVn 

THE GERMAN NARCISSUS 

I AM baffled when it comes to trying to tell briefly the 
happenings of the six months ending with the spring 
of 1938: so much, and so varied. I might say briefly that 
the Leader formed the Fascintern, gave England the jitters 
by our plain talking, reorganized the Reichswehr staff with 
himself at the head, established to me that Jesus never 
existed, and consummated the Anschluss with Austria. But 
that is as bad as writing in shorthand: nothing clear, noth- 
ing ordered. Let me try at least to show how some of these 
epochal events impressed me, who hovered as close behind 
him ever as a shadow behind its object, and time and again 
became the object, to the rest of the world — at conflicts of 
engagements, at minor illnesses, at especial danger of 
assassination. 

Months when nothing seemed to happen, and everything 
was being prepared. . . . The moment of birth is nothing, 
without the nine slow developing months of pregnancy 
that precede it. 1938, our year of glittering action, de- 
veloped in the swelling womb of placid-faced 1937. 
Though there were some moments that were not too 
placid. . . . 

The Fascintern came first. At least I know a little about 
that, for I had to make the Leader's broadcast announcing 
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it to the world — though he and Erik von Arnheim labored 
hard to make me understand, so complicated was our 
foreign policy growing — at least, to me. But my audience 
never knew it! "My fellow countrymen, a year ago Ger- 
many stood alone and self-sufficient. Northeast lay the 
huge Communist Soviet menace; westward lay the impo- 
tent democracies, France and England. To our south lay a 
great but envious land, the land that prevented the An- 
schluss with Austria; to our far east lay Japan, powerful, 
Mongolian, but Nordic in all its tendencies. That was the 
map then. 

"The map today is different. "We have begun the build- 
ing of the Nazi world, since Italy to the south and Japan 
to the east are riveted to us, as the heart of such an irresisti- 
ble world-power. Our alliance with Japan came first; so 
the Communist finds us with claws upraised against his 
face, while our ally Japan claws into his rear. The Rome- 
Berlin axis became more than a name, in gratitude for 
recognizing Franco in Spain together, and marching into 
that Communist-plagued land together. If we had not done 
this, Spain would be one of the democracies, having the 
Communist government they voted for. This is impossible 
to contemplate, in a world devoted to Nazi ideals. 

"And now, the visit of II Duce to Munich has made the 
Fascintern the major world power. German loyalty and 
thoroughness were never better displayed than on that 
visit: not a train went unsearched, not a motorcar was 
allowed to pass; cellars and attics were sealed under guard, 
and during his procession it was strictly verboten to open 
any front window. It is from this visit I now may an- 
nounce to you that the Axis has become a triangle — Ger- 
many, Italy, Japan, a unit against the world power of 
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Jewish Communism. And we are the center of the triangle, 
and to us each flows, as to a way state! 

"You will not be bored, when I stand before you and an- 
nounce that the last state in Europe has bowed entirely and 
accepted Nazi government; welcome, then, this news that 
we have isolated the Communist to the northeast and the 
democracies to the west, and our plans mature for more!" 

Herr Hitler himself congratulated me on this delivery, 
which met with the same tumult of applause as if he him- 
self had spoken it. "Of course," he continued thought- 
fully, "one sentence can not contain everything. We left 
out the United States of America — a country Nazi enough 
in the Southern States, where Nordic race superiority is the 
beginning of their creed — and they are, naturally, ripe for 
assimilation with us at any time; but with its northern 
cities populated almost entirely by Jews. The democracies 
stayed silent when I announced that Germany disclaimed 
all guilt for the World War; but what did you do, Goeb- 
bels, about that Ghetto Jew who intrigued to become 
Mayor of New York, and lacks the proper respect for us?" 

Goebbels smiled wryly. "This La Guardia, you mean? I 
doubt if he will ever face a public audience again, after 
what I let the Party press say of him. We uncloaked him 
thoroughly, Herr Reichskanzler: a Jewish boob ... a 
filthy soul ... a man with bargain-counter brains . . . 
a well-poisoner ... a procurer ... a dirty Talmud Jew. 
More serious charges we will make against him later, if he 
speaks again." 

The Leader smiled approval at this magnificant use of 
propaganda. We had long discovered that the only im- 
portant thing was what we said; it would be believed any- 
how, so what difference did it make how true it was? And 
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then, on the fourth anniversary of his elevation to the 
Chancellorship, the Leader made his most delicious inter- 
national joke: he announced to the world that the era of 
surprises in our foreign affairs was over! 

"But will they believe such bilge!" sneered Goring, with 
an unfriendly look at Goebbels. "Why not just say, 'hands 
up!' and go through their pockets!" 

"Theft by propaganda, to strengthen us for theft by 
warfare," smiled Goebbels frostily, his little vulture face 
twitching. "First / secure their arms, then you torture and 
destroy them, General." 

"Our propaganda for ten years was broken heads." 

"And soon, there will be no heads left to break, when 
the Leader and you and I have finished!" 

The Leader chuckled. "Send in that French journalist 
who desires an interview. And, General, you can watch 
his face while I pump him full of more of this bilge. You, 
too, listen, Little Adolf," with an affectionately look at 
me. "Now I turn on the tremolo, the sobs. . . ." 

The journalist never got a chance to do more than 
throw in an occasional question. He wrote it all down, too, 
and the world had it the next morning. "War!" roared the 
Leader. "It is unthinkable! It is repugnant to the German 
soul. There is no unsettled matter in all European affairs 
which can possibly justify another way like the last!" I 
chuckled to myself at that brilliant reservation: the next 
war would be different! "I am not quite mad — " Another 
brilliant qualification, which German readers at least ac- 
cepted. "A war would mark the final twilight of our races, 
the cream of humanity, leaving Bolshevism and mongrel 
Asia to overrun trampled Europe. Not for the Nazi gov- 
ernment! For me, it is enough hereafter to give back to the 
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German his joy in the simple things of life, his simple pros- 
perity. Would I turn aside from this to jeopardize all on 
the throw with loaded dice that a new war would mean — 
dice loaded with destruction for all of us?" 

And so the democracies went to sleep, and we massed 
for the attack. A petition was started, after this interview, 
to give Herr Hitler the Nobel Peace Prize. 

But they presumed too far; and this let us see the 
Leader thunder as he had shone benignantly in that inter- 
view. In November, 1937, England sent Lord Halifax to 
Germany "to attend a hunting exposition" — so it was an- 
nounced; but we knew, of course, it was a pilgrimage on 
hands and knees, to beg of the Leader what was the Ger- 
man will for the rest of the world. The Leader permitted 
Halifax, Lord Privy * Seal, and now over the Foreign 
Office, to speak the English prayer. Could there not still be 
a continuance of the balance of power on the continent? 

Ribbentrop interrupted him sharply. "You mean the 
Procrustean bed that lessens or enlarges the continental 
powers at England's will, to keep them all the same weight 
for warfare; while England remains the heavyweight 
champion, handling all challenges by manipulating the 
scales and disqualifying all contenders? Not for Nazi Ger- 
many, Lord Halifax!" 

The Leader nodded. "Take this word back to your de- 
mocracy. Germany informs England she insists upon no 
assistance of any kind to Austria; autonomy for the Sude- 
ten, with a cantonal system for the rest of Czechoslovakia, 
and plebiscites; a League of Nations cleansed as we indi- 
cate, and then we will join; English recognition of 
Ethiopia as Italian, and of the Franco government in 

* Privy — a backhouse; a jakes. Webster's Unabridged Dictionary. 
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Spain — and we guarantee to stop the Loyalist resistance in 
Spain at once; and, in return for our promise to keep 
silence for six years about colonies, English aid in regain- 
ing them at the end of that time!" 

"But this means Germany dominant in Europe — in the 
world!" The backhouse ambassador turned pale. 

Hitler nodded. "You comprehend. You may depart." 

He left, with his tail between his legs. 

Goring came belching in one day, snarling about the 
heads of the Reichswehr. "Look, the Anschluss is planned, 
no? And, of course, we have had to promise to Austria, 
these years, we would guard their independence, and not 
march a German army on Austrian soil. It is incredible, 
Herr Hitler, but von Blomberg and the rest regard their 
promise as sacred!" 

After some discussion, the Leader dismissed him. "Leave 
that to me," he said. "I have solved it already." 

I watched with awe as he moved the pawns around. Old 
Marshall von Blomberg, who dripped affection for the 
Leader, was sixty; but he was slowly rising to some such 
power as Captain Roehm had once had. Luckily for the 
Leader's planning, he fell in love — for his first wife was 
five years dead. He picked out a snappy baggage named 
Erika Gruhn, just twenty-three, her father a carpenter, 
her mother a skillful masseuse. If I had not had my Ulrica, 
I should have cultivated the Marshal's household. Natu- 
rally the Leader, and Goring too, were witness at this 
marriage of aging Junkerdom and the aspiring proletarian. 

And then von Fritsch, Chief of Staff under Blomberg, 
was tipped off to go to the Leader and demand that Blom- 
berg be eliminated, for violating the Reichswehr code of 
marriage of officers. Naturally this Fritsch intended to in- 
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kerit the post himself. But the Leader cut the snarl with 
one magnificent slice of his snickersee. "You are right, 
General; von Blomberg must go. And perhaps, for the 
good of the service, I accept your resignation at the same 
time, no? From now on, I myself, in person, will directly 
command all the armed forces of Germany." 

So it was handled brilliantly. Thirteen other generals 
resigned for "ill health" it was said — but the ill health was 
prevented by their resigning. Goring at last was made a 
Field Marshal, decorations, belches and all; and Ribbentrop, 
definitely a Leftist, became Minister in charge of Foreign 
Affairs. 

And that was all until — No, I forget Jesus. One night 
the Leader relaxed, with none but me present. "I have a 
new coup coming, Little Adolf. You should know of it." 

"The Anschluss?" 

"A little later. It is at last to prove the non-historicity 
of Jesus. Rosenberg has dug up a book by an American, 
Ecce Dew, by William Benjamin Schmidt, which estab- 
lishes that the Jewish Jesus was no deified man, but a 
humanized god. Another American, named Holz, has 
proved it beyond all argument." 

"But they have lives of him — the gospels!" 

"And lives of Wilhelm Meister and Don Quixote too, 
no? The earliest of these lives was not known until 175 
A.D. Let me give you the picture. The Jews, ever squab- 
bling and split into sects, form a new sect, with Jews 
named Peter, James and John at the head. They adopt a 
new name for Jehovah — remember, when Egypt tyran- 
nized over them, they changed from El to Jah or Jehovah; 
now, when Rome tyrannized over them, it is from Jehovah 
to Jehoshua or Jesus — 'the salvation of Jehovah' — that they 
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change. A secret conspiratorial sect, since it sought to over- 
throw Rome, with a childish initiation — baptism, carrying 
a cross, crucifixion, resurrection, ascension to a throne — 
limited to Jews. The Jews would have none of it. A rene- 
gade Jew named Paul — and did he despise the Jerusalem 
leaders of this sect! — broadened the faith to include the 
Gentiles, commencing the international conspiracy. The 
Jerusalem movement never joined with him, and died 
soon. Now all of these men — Peter, James, John, Paul, 
knew there had been no man Jesus; their writings show 
this, mentioning no word of his, and no act except the silly 
initiation ceremony. Well, even this religion hits the to- 
boggan; and so, disregarding Paul's repeated warning, one 
of his followers, Mark, embroiders a Wilbelm Meister about 
the life of a man Jesus, based upon Paul's life, Old Testa- 
ment miracles, and Biblical and Talmud sayings — and this, 
as embroidered by Matthew and Luke, and fifty years later 
by a pupil of Philo named John, is the New Testament! 
The genealogies are put in to convert the Jews, and trace 
Jesus through Joseph, if you please — Mary and the Holy 
Ghost left out entirely! The virgin birth is a typical Jewish 
theft from Greek and other sources, and went to convert 
the uncircumcised. And so, we have a synthetic Jewish 
man-god at last — no more historical than Mickey Mouse!" 
"But will people believe this?" 

He shrugged. "That may be difficult, since it is true, and 
propaganda is easier to put across than truth. But we will 
see. — Anschluss, you mentioned." He smiled. "Yes. Soon. 
You know the plan we had made, that those damned Aus- 
trians bungled? A fake assassination, in an attack on our 
embassy in Vienna, aimed at General Muff or even von 
Papen, the ambassador. Now that they've arrested the 
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leaders, I've adopted von Arnheim's plan — to summon 
Schussnigg to Der Berghof , and make him surrender Aus- 
tria!" 

"Herr Hitler, only you could have designed such a bril- 
liant plan!" 

He smiled serenely. And so it was that on February 12th 
we repaired to the Leader's mountain chalet on the Ober- 
salzburg, bought as Haus Wachenfeld and now impres- 
sively rebuilt. And Schussnigg came wearily, realizing 
Italy would not help him, and unsure of aid from the de- 
mocracies, to try to stand alone in the way of the German 
tide. Cnut once tried to order the ocean to stop. 

It was I who rode down to the border as the Leader, and 
curtly ordered the Austrian to dismiss his guards and let 
Austrian Nazi exiles, who hated him, be his guard there- 
after. I entered the chalet, resumed my wig and the wax 
in my nostrils, and became mere Ludwig Zeit, a bodyguard, 
for the eleven hours of the Leader's magnificent eloquence 
that followed. Schussnigg begged, pleaded, wept: the 
Leader was adamant, sanadin. "I am Germany speaking; 
you have only to hear, and obey! You will name Seyss-In- 
quart over Interior and Public Security — for we must 
have control of the police. . . . You will receive other 
orders, and perform them. Remember, I am the Leader of 
every German throughout the whole world!" 

He left, but he left with a sulky, ungracious look. How 
much better, I have observed, is cooperation than sullen- 
ness! 

"Watch that louse," von Arnheim warned the Leader 
earnestly. "I have come to know these Austrians. Maybe 
it is the Italian that is quick with the stiletto; watch the 
Austrian always for some dirty treachery." 
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"But what?" asked Goebbels, frowning. "They'd sooner 
line up with the devil than with Stalin. The democracies 
won't move a step. We have Italy tied in the bag of the 
Fascintern. What's left?" 

For once, it occurred to none of us. On March 9th, we 
found out the one weapon left to him — the one thing we 
had ignored completely; the Austrian people! He an- 
nounced a plebiscite, to be held on the 13 th, to determine 
whether or not the Austrians desired the Anschluss and 
promotion into German citizenship. 

Von Arnheim was in Rome that night, puttying a few 
cracks in the Fascintern; and naturally I doubled for him 
in his home, reveling in the caresses of the increasingly in- 
fatuated Ulrica. Two days later, at the Chancellery, Erik 
told us of Mussolini's receiving word of this planned plebi- 
scite. II Duce, he said, ripped out an incredible, vulgar 
oath. "Fools do not stop at Modane," he snorted. "It will 
explore like a bomb in his hand." 

"That is not the half of it," said the Leader irritably. 
"Not the beginning of it. Now what I plan. . . ." His 
bitter anger was greater than I had ever seen it. At its 
end, he told us what he intended to say that day over the 
telephone to Seyss-Inquart. We listened, and approved. 
So far, the Austrian Nazi had done well. He had instigated 
disorder all over the land and given us every reason to in- 
tervene. He was told to do better; to trot around to the 
recreant Austrian Chancellor, who was seeking to betray 
the sacred Anschluss, and order him to call off the plebis- 
cite and resign at once, or we, in the name of German cul- 
ture, would invade at once! This was just before 4 P. M. 
"Give him two hours," said the Leader firmly. We sat tense 
in the Chancellery, while Austria fought for its own Ger- 
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man soul as part of our world-ideal. Mercifully the Leader 
granted an hour and a half more. There came back a plea 
for more time, in God's name. At ten minutes to eight 
that night, Schussnigg did as he was commanded. 

I have wondered since what the other nations actually 
felt, before our will became a fact. Halifax, the backhouse 
ambassador, had already told us England would not move 
to protect Austria; why then did the trousered old woman, 
when he heard what we had done, weep out "Horrible, 
horrible!" II Duce knew what must come. He had bound 
himself to Hitler, and eunuchized himself as far as protect- 
ing Austria was concerned. He saw the danger in the 
planned plebiscite. Yet it was told us that, when he heard 
of this great coup as a thing done, he heaved a bronze 
head of Caesar, which he used as a paperweight, through 
a framed picture of the Leader. Was it so he surrendered 
his own Caesarship? I do not know. The only picture I can 
get is this. The other nations sat around, like birds hypno- 
tized by a cobra, and watched the huge hooded menace 
swallow the first of them. Impotence, impotence, be- 
fore our Nordic superiority. . . . This is the picture that 
comes to me. . . . 

And what a belly-aching coward Schussnigg was when 
he broadcast his resignation! He did not admit the truth, 
that the Austrian soul joyfully joined itself to Germany. 
No, he claimed that his government had been forced to 
surrender! Ach, but we had won, we had won! The 
Reichswehr, with the Leader glittering before them, and I 
in the car with him, marched into that Linz where Hitler 
himself had attended Kealscbule so many years before; and 
the people opened their hearts to welcome him. Jews scur- 
ried past us, seeking to fly the land. "Hold them all!" 
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ordered the Leader. "We will handle them here." Vienna, 
and his magnificent speech from the balcony of the Im- 
perial Hotel — how many in the world knew that it was my 
Hps that spoke the historic words, while he waited trem- 
bling in the inner room, for word of a plot to shoot him as 
he spoke? But my voice thundered out for him, "The Ger- 
man Reich, as it stands today, will never again be broken 
apart! We are one land forever, from Konigsburg and 
Hamburg to Vienna!" 

His own speech, from the ancient Hapsburg palace the 
next day, was rather an anticlimax. He told of liquidating 
the Austrian cabinet, as if it had been a mere trades union 
or monastery we were liquidating. He called the re-entry 
of his homeland into the Reich the most important act of 
his life. I, if I had made the speech, would have called it 
the most important event since God's creation of the first 
German. 

At least, I carried his dispatch to Ribbentrop, to send to 
II Duce: telling of the coup, as something Hitler had 
planned since the making of the Versailles Treaty; did the 
step meet with II Duce's approval? The answer almost 
gushed with affection: "My attitude is fixed by the amity 
between our two countries, which is consecrated in the 
Rome-Berlin Axis." We were informed that II Duce had 
severe retching and vomited after sending this message. 
But the Leader smiled like a cat licking its chops: "I will 
never forget this, Little Adolf," he said to me. And then 
he took the final step, and promoted Austria from being 
merely an independent nonentity among world powers, to 
the high rank of the eighteenth German State. 

A delicious week followed. Von Arnheim, of course, 
familiar as he was with the situation, had to spend the 
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whole time almost in the rehabilitation of the land, harassed 
so long by Slavophiles, Catholics, Jews and other anti- 
Anschlussists. To Ulrica he wrote the details; and each 
night she and I chuckled over the progress we were mak- 
ing. Of course, we removed the misleading name Austria, 
and substituted the old German title, Ostmark. "Before we 
finish," he wrote her, "we will jail at least 100,000 anti- 
Nazis.* We have put the Jew to his proper place cleaning 
streets, toilets, and cesspools. I am sorry to say that only 
7,000 committed suicide; they might have cooperated 
more. You'll be amused to know that Baron Louis Roths- 
child is under arrest, as a hostage for his inferior racemen. 
And, my dear, Catholics, Protestants, capitalists, aristo- 
crats, Social Democrats, everybody opposed to our regime 
has been made safe in protective custody! You will read 
Baron Neustaedter-Stiirmer, who spoiled the 1934 putsch, 
and Fey, who aided us and then like a renegade entered 
the Schussnigg cabinet, committed suicide. This much is 
sure: they are all buried — and Fey's wife and son as well, 
and his dog too. Here in Vienna we say the dog even com- 
mitted suicide, ashamed of his opposition to the Anschluss. 
It is all a holy victory!" 

Ulrica let this letter drift neglected to the floor. "And so 
he has won again," she said to me, with a little sigh. 

"He always wins," I smiled. "Hitler and victory will be 
synonyms, in all German dictionaries in the future." 

"No man rides home in the end with Death trotting at 
his stirrup," she said quietly. I had come to expect these 
morbid moods of hers, for she had never entirely accepted 
the necessity of the invaluable Blood Purge of June 30, 
1934, in which her individual favorite among the leaders, 

* By June, however, only 50,000 tad been reported as imprisoned. 
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Captain Roehm, who stood for the unwise revolutionary 
portions of the Party demands, had paid for his treason 
with his life. I forgave her these morbid moments; she 
had other moments I could not do without. Her voice con- 
tinued sadly: "For a certain hour, yes. But the hour comes 
when Death does the riding, and the tallest of us is glad 
to walk quietly at his black stirrup, and across the thresh^- 
hold through the curtain of eternal mist." 

"The Leader is immortal," I boasted, in my so great 
ignorance. "His name is deathless. He is Germany! He is 
married to Germany, and bridegroom and bride alike will 
live forever as man's highest achievements." And then I 
clutched her tighter. "But you are my Frau Germany"; 
for so she had been officially named by the Leader, on the 
Mother's Day after she bore her second son, which with 
reason might well have been named as was the first. Let 
the rest of the world name a Miss United States, a Made- 
moiselle France, a Senorita Francist Spain, a Miss Yugo- 
slavia: Germany regarded the unmarried girl merely as a 
subject, and awarded its highest honor to a married woman 
who was as well a mother. 

"They talk about him in other lands," she giggled, eased 
by my caress. "Herta just lent me a copy of Le Journal of 
Paris already two years old, with that amusing article on 
'Hitler's Secret Loves.' " Herta was Ulrica's sister, Frau 
Konrad Fuchs now, who, too, had begun singing at the 
Schwarz Anser. "What silly nonsense! I myself know 
Margaret Slezak, and it may be there are some men she has 
cared for — who cares — but surely the Leader has never 
looked twice in her direction, or she in his! Yet she is 
listed. And even more ridiculous is the story that Leni 
Reifenstahl is even now his love. Only Paris could have in- 
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vented that story. In Paris, there is no story, unless they 
can put two in bed together." 

"Are we, then, turned French? Ach, no, sweetheart. 
Love began in the German Garden of Eden, and it will last 
as long as German man and German girl are left on earth." 

"They talk about him in other lands." She looked more 
indignant now. "One book from the United States calls 
him "The German Narcissus.' A leading editorial writer 
there speaks of him outright as 'a crack-brained onanist.' 
True or not, these are not flattering." 

"He is not crack-brained," I insisted hotly. "He has the 
finest mind in Europe — in the world, indeed." And yet, I 
had begun to wonder how much of his magnificent 
thoughts really grew first in that mind. It is much, though, 
to be wise enough to know the diamonds from the paste in 
the wallets of others. "As for the other word. . . ." And 
there I grew silent. And then I smiled. "He loves Blonda, 
and Muck, and Wolf — all of them, bitches and dogs 
alike." 

"He can dominate them sufficiently, then. Narcissus" — 
she spoke dreamily — "was a Nordic youth in Greece who 
was adored by many nymphs, who sought him constantly 
to share a pallet of leaves with them. But he was too vain, 
too much in love with tending his own smooth body; a 
Leader of the leaves and the flowers. He came to a wood- 
land pool and knelt to drink. From the pool he himself 
looked back at him, and it was such beauty as he had 
never seen. He would not move ever thereafter from that 
woodland pool; but there he pined away and died, and of 
his body came the spring flower we name after him. The 
German Narcissus. ..." 
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"The Leader has no time for woodland pools," I ob- 
jected. 

Ulrica smiled softly. "Onan was the son of Judah, one 
of the twelve of the despised self -chosen of God; he was 
the brother of Er, the husband of Tamar. When the Jew- 
ish Jehovah slew Er for his wickedness, Judah bade bis son 
Onan go in unto his brother's widow, as was the custom, 
to give her seed, that the line of Er might not perish. But 
Onan was vain, and would not. Instead, he spilled his seed 
on the ground; and Jehovah slew him also, so that in the 
end by playing the harlot, Tamar secured seed of Judah 
himself. She is one of the five women named in the gene- 
ology of Jesus in the Judaized New Testament; strange 
that all five of them stepped outside the confines of mar- 
riage, in greater or less degree. Tamar, who played the 
harlot to her father-in-law; Rahab, the harlot of Jericho; 
Ruth, who won a husband by sleeping in the threshing- 
floor at his feet; Bath-Sheba, who glittered in her adultery 
with David; and Mary, who surely was not legally wed to 
the Holy Ghost. And this was Onan; and those who spill 
their seed themselves are named after him. A crack-brained 
onanist. . . ." 

"He is not crack-brained," I insisted. 

"Your onanist," she said reflectively, "is your prince of 
the realms of fantasy, your lord of laziness and effortless 
leisure. How easy to wed oneself! What wooing is needed, 
what resistance conquered, what scruples overcome! None, 
none. . . . Your onanist turns his back upon the world 
of reality, and says, 'It is so'; and to him it has become so. 
Your one Dick Whittington marries the Lord Mayor's 
daughter; how many millions of young onanists have 
fantasied marrying so above them, and have eaten of the 
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banquet of their own fantasies and their own bodies, and 
no other banquet! Life flings obstacles forever in the way 
of lovers. Your onanist shirks the task of overcoming even 
the first, and relaxes with dazed, sated eyes, f antasying his 
victory won — while the one he desired passes on to those 
worthier of wooing and winning her fresh young embrace. 
Your onanist says, I long for the fresh sweet bodies of 
the blonde Nordic maidens; then he relaxes, while mongrels 
take and plough and seed and harvest in their unploughed 
fields. Your onanist is a voyeur: content to play the peep- 
ing-Tom on others, demanding that they amuse him so, 
while he himself relaxes back into his effortless fantasies. 
It is not good for the world when an onanist desires to 
lord it over them." 

"You cannot mean the Leader!" I said, aghast. 

She shrugged. "I speak in general only. 'I am the voice 
of all Germans everywhere; they all approve of me.' " 

"But the plebiscites show it, every one of them!" 

Her shrug was more contemptuous. "We two know how 
the vote is manipulated. 'France is Germany's inveterate 
enemy, and I shall annihilate it!' " 

"But the Leader says he will!" 

"When was any land ever annihilated, or its people? 
Who living will ever see this done to France, by anyone? 
Was Germany annihilated, when this word thundered 
forth from Versailles in 19 19? But more, more, more. . . . 
'We must destroy all who oppose our own aim!' 'The 
whole world will one day summon the German people to 
lead the world, supported by the forces of the whole 
globe!' "The army must teach the boy that the nation is 
unconquerable!' — when was there an unconquerable na- 
tion? 'One Man shall decide for mankind!' — and who shall 
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say which man? 'The strong man is the strongest when 
alone!' — for onanism only, Little Adolf! He could not even 
feed or clothe or house himself, except rarely; strength is 
in infinite cooperation. 'Germany is the sole creative race, 
and has created all the world's culture; when it perishes, 
all beauty on earth goes with it into its grave!' 'The 
eternal privilege of Force and Strength' — and what is the 
force, the strength, that Jesus out of Galilee, Buddha the 
Enlightened, Socrates, Shakespeare, ach, even Marx and 
Freud and Einstein have sought to use? 'I am God!' So 
many have said. In the end, only they themselves agree. 
'A majority can never be a substitute for the Man.' Let 
the man try to stand against the majority, and what have 
we but Golgotha, St. Helena, the Ides of March? Your 
onanist is your prince of the realms of fantasy, the domain 
of make-believe, your lord of laziness and effortless leisure. 
Woe to the land, woe to the world, when his vaporings are 
heeded too long!" 

"Cassandra," I sneered. But I shivered as I sneered. 

"We shall see," she said quietly. And then her face 
melted into the love I was awaiting. "Find out, some day, 
what happened to Cassandra in the temple, when Troy fell. 
Come, pour me another drink, and amuse me. I am thirsty 
. . . for more than wine." 
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CHAPTER XVm 

THE MATTER OF HERTA FUCHS 

IT was the second day after his return from Vienna that 
Erik von Arnheim sent word for me to come to the 
Foreign Office. He greeted me with eyes cordial enough; 
but there was something remote and disturbing in them. 
"Doing anything this evening, Zeit?" 

"Nothing I cannot sidestep, no. What is it is up?" 
"I wondered if you'd care to come to dinner with me, 
at home. Ulrica's just phoned me." His eyes narrowed a 
trifle at the outer slits. "It's about Herta. Her sister, you 
know. The poor kid's in serious trouble, somehow. I 
haven't heard any of the details. She suggested that I bring 
you along — Ulrica did. Five-thirty, say?" 

"But yes! And gratefully." The only thing I was not 
grateful about was that he would probably want to stay 
on for the evening and the night; and it would be too 
tantalizing to see my adored one for a few hours only 
and then have to return to the Chancellery to sleep alone. 
The thing chiefly wrong with modern marriage, I have 
observed, is husbands, and the fact that they sleep at home 
so often. If I had just known about it in time, I could 
have suggested a trip to Prague or Budapest for him to 
the Leader, and the evening would then be far more 
intime. But, after all, he had had to spend an entire week 
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in Vienna, and I must not be the pig. Before the end of 
the week, I could arrange something. . . . 

Before I joined Erik for the ride over to his apartment, 
I recalled methodically all that I knew about this sister 
of Ulrica's. I have observed that this is an invaluable 
preparation for any interview. I had heard her sing once 
at the cafe, and I had met her once at a dinner party at 
Ulrica's, quite formal. She was not more than twenty-one 
now, younger even than Ulrica had been when I first met 
her four years before. Naturally she lacked the soft full- 
blown glory of her sister's matured beauty; but the 
younger sister gave promise of becoming even more daz- 
zling. Unlike Ulrica, who had left the Schwarz Anser 
when she had married, Herta's marriage had not ended 
her career as prima donna there. She still used her maiden 
name, Herta Diehm, in public. Her husband was, of course, 
the celebrated Konrad Fuchs, the young lyric tenor, who 
had appeared at Goring's opera house, that astonishing 
rival set up to Goebbels' Staatsoper; and, in addition, he 
was the most popular classical singer on the air. It might 
be merely a young married couple's quarrel between two 
strongly-passioned artists; but why, then, bring me into it? 

I considered the matter from another angle. In spite of 
this appearance at the rival opera house, I had been told 
that both Herta and her husband stood high with the all- 
powerful Reichsminister of Propaganda and Public En- 
lightenment, the vulture-faced little dwarf who was Lord 
High Everything Else of the German press, radio, theatre, 
opera, cinema, and all musical, cultural, artistic and scien- 
tific activities for the praising of the Nazis and the glory 
of the Leader. There were certain troubles to which ac- 
tresses and singers were addicted, which were more than 
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regrettable from a standpoint of our wise censorship. What 
sort of trouble could this be that had come upon Herta, 
with her budlike beauty the toast of all the masculine 
hearts in Germany? Ach, it was a dreadful pity if it 
affected the morals, in a land with the highest public 
morality among its artists of any land in the world! 

Somehow Goebbels, the detestable little demon, hovered 
over my mind and constantly entered it, as I thought of 
the case. I knew that he would stop at nothing to keep 
unsullied the reputation of each artist, that a shining 
Nordic example might be set to the world. This was the 
Leader's insistence; after all, the sole purpose of the Propa- 
ganda department was to present Germany to Germans 
and others as the Leader would have it presented. Each 
artist must indeed outshine Caesar's wife for spotlessness; 
and the faintest touch of the reputation of being Caesar's 
harlot was enough to cause the offending man or woman 
to be hurled into the limbo of outer darkness, as unfit 
to represent Nordic culture. Of course, most obvious of 
all had been such artists as were banned from stage and 
screen and concert hall and the air because they were of 
the detested Jewish race — a clear breach of morals. Such 
as Gitta Alpar, the wife of the Nordic cinema star Gustav 
Frohlich. She had been in wild demand in republican Ger- 
many both in opera and the films, for all that she was 
Hungarian born and the daughter of a rabbi! It was then 
that Goebbels had uttered his famous dictum: Germany 
expects every Nordic to divorce his Jewess. And so art had 
been cleansed by this divorce, and the remarriage of the 
great romantic Frohlich to Lida Baarova, who might not 
know how to act — so managers and audiences said — but 
who at least had a pedigree with no stain of the Talmud 
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fouling it. All Germany remembered, too, the exquisite 
Renate Hueller, who was Aryan enough, and a universal 
favorite of the old regime. But her husband was of the 
seed of David, and the most peremptory instructions from 
Goebbels to her to obtain a divorce had been with no 
reason whatever in the world refused! Naturally, her pic- 
tures were expunged from the Fatherland, and in 1937 
she showed her belated repentance by committing suicide, 
as a last tribute to the purity of Nordic art. 

For other important reasons purity was maintained, too. 
There was lovely Greta Tiemer, Vienna born, Aryan from 
the top of her blonde page boy bob to the tip of her 
twinkling toes. But she became a fixture in divorce actions 
of prominent Nazis, as the "unknown blonde" co-respon- 
dent; so she was shunted into less public adultery. Even 
before her it had been shapely Maria Paudler, once so 
universal a movie favorite. No one ever quite knew her 
connection with Baroness Benita von Berg and Baroness 
Renate von Natzmer, two German noblewomen who were 
made to kneel to have their heads chopped off as spies, 
condemned by the grim People's Tribunal. But the mere 
breath of scandal had been enough to cause her name and 
face to be blacked out the length and breadth and height 
of the Reich: art must remain Nordic and pure! With a 
morality so strict that if singer, actor or actress could 
even spell the word "adultery" he or she was suspect, it 
was no cheerful news that lovely little Herta Fuchs was 
in trouble. 

Well, I would know soon, I decided, rejoining Erik in 
the Foreign Office for the ride over. He talked only of 
what he had seen in Vienna; and some of the Jewish sui- 
cides he described were simply excruciating. 
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When we arrived at the apartment, Ulrica was her own 
exquisite self. While her husband went in to prepare for 
dinner, she flew into my arms for a swift kiss and caress, 
that left us both extremely unfit for appearance under 
the auspices of the Department of Propaganda and Public 
Enlightenment. But, for all of the rouge she wore and 
speedily repaired, it was clear that her face was as white 
as Pentelican marble underneath; and under the soft sweet- 
ness in her eyes there were pools of dark bitter despair. 

It was not until the flawlessly appointed dinner was 
over, and the three of us had moved into the living room 
for coffee and liqueurs and odorous Corona Coronas for 
two of us, that she spoke at last. And her husband had to 
pry it out of her, even then. "Well, my little rose, here 
we are, the two of us. What in the world has happened to 
Herta? You spoke of trouble. She's married, so it's hardly 
the usual thing that annoys a girl. Why, the poor innocent 
little darling, what sort of trouble can she be in? We are in 
a fever to learn." 

"Goebbels has forced her to become his mistress," said 
Ulrica straightly. 

"Ach, good God!" said von Arnheim, his cigar falling 
out of his mouth, until the ash sprayed his trouser leg and 
he had to stamp out sparks on the rug. "Ulrica, you're in- 
sane! Or she is." 

"So? But listen, then — I'll make you believe me! I'll tell 
it all to you, every word, just as the poor frightened dar- 
ling told it to me today. You can be patient, while I tell 
it all?" 

We nodded, both of us tense for every detail of such a 
story. I, I think I believed it, at once. For he has the face 
of a perverted satyr, a leer that fouls a woman with a very 
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look; and I had heard enough dark things hinted about 
him; but said openly, never before. But it would not do 
yet to let Ulrica know what I thought. Never speak or 
act until you can crush, the Leader always said; and I 
have observed that as a rule he knew what he was talking 
about. 

Ulrica's voice was level as she talked. But there can be 
ups and downs to such a Death Valley, and those passion- 
ate ups and tragic downs we heard. A lift of her lovely 
eyebrows, a rise of a note in the monotone of her ghastly 
story, or the hopeless fall of one note, marked all the dif- 
ference between heaven and hell. So . . . 

"Four months ago, Herta said, she began singing at 
the Schwarz Anser. I myself had urged the management 
to give her the audition; and they went wild over her voice 
— from the start she was more of a hit than I ever was." 

"Nonsense," said her husband. 

"It is impossible," I spoke swiftly. 

But Ulrica's hand hushed us, and she proceeded with 
the dread, dead monotone of her story. "She was already 
married, no, to Konrad, and his voice thrills all Deutsch- 
land; my word was a feather in securing her the audition, 
while his weighed as lead. Both of you know what I have 
always said about the Propaganda Reichsminister: the 
heart of a hideous devil, no kindness, no sweetness, all 
slime. Well, you shall hear. He heard her sing, five weeks 
ago. He sent an orderly around to ask her to come to 
his table. Well, he was the Reichsminister; what could she 
do? I think she was very glad to go; it might mean much 
to both of them. So she went to his table; and he saw her, 
and wanted her, and took her." 

"No, no," insisted her husband. "It's not like him." 
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But I watched her lovely lips, and knew better uses to 
put them to, and remained silent. 

"Listen." Her face grew harder. "He was all slime in 
his praise. — But she had the voice all Germany waited to 
hear; the voice the whole world waited to hear, he said. 
He would see that the whole world heard it, as Germany's 
greatest! Her husband? Ach, yes; he had heard of him; 
splendid voice; but of him another time. — She must come 
around to the Propaganda Ministry the next afternoon, he 
insisted, and give him an audition. There were things he 
would do with her, that she did not even dream of yet. 
She thanked him, happy little tears of joy in her eyes. 
— Ah, but no, my child, you must not go yet. You must 
sit down, and drink with us, until it is time for your next 
song. And we will all cry 'Heil Herta!' And so she sat 
down until it was time for her to sing again; and his eyes 
did not leave her." Ulrica shuddered. And so did I. I too 
knew those cobra eyes. 

"Frau Magda Goebbels was not along?" I asked. 

"Frau Magda was not along. Naturally. Only men. She 
was so proud and excited that night, she told me; and 
Konrad, too. The next afternoon she arrived at the Min- 
istry. — She must sing in costume, she was told. And so 
she was given a dressing-room to change in, and a maid 
who directed her all she was to put on, garment by gar- 
ment, and how. She gives me her word that, just as she 
was about to slip on the first filmy robe she was to wear, 
she realized an eye was watching her from some hole in 
the walls of the room, — a black, beady eye, like a snake. 
She could not see it, she said; she sensed it, she knew it, 
she could have drawn it." 

u Now, now, Ulrica," I protested, "the girl is all imag- 
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ination and moonshine. — This, in the Propaganda Min- 
istry!" I reflected. "And, besides, it might have been a 
Blackshirt guard." 

"Watching a girl's dressing-room? Dear Little Adolf, 
I have only her word for it. She is imaginative, intuitive, 
yes; but I, I believe what she says. It was no Blackshirt, 
I believe. Well, she sang. Lieder, arias, all her repertoire. 
And now and again she must change her costume again. 
Again and always she swears the black, beady eye like a 
snake was watching her, she says; until her body burned 
hot and red from it. And then," her voice slowed, grew 
gravid with significance, "he called her in — she was in the 
flimsiest of all the costumes this last time. A Titania — 
after an Undine. He told her, eyes licking over her body, 
that there was no height she could not rise to, if she was — 
nice to him. He believed in her, he said; only give him a 
chance. ... I think she guessed what he wanted, then. 
— But she was nice to everyone, she said; she would be 
especially nice to him, always. Ach no, he whispered, catch- 
ing hold of her hand, and stroking the arm from the shoul- 
der down — he was a lonely man, and she must be as nice to 
him as he wanted." 

"Rather direct," I commented. 

"Sssh, let her finish," insisted her husband. 

"It was dreadfully difficult for the poor little infant. 
She's really infinitely young and sweet; she was married 
when she was barely out of school, and she's been taking 
vocal or acting ever since, and always with Konrad to 
look after her, half like a father. She couldn't afford to 
offend Goebbels. She wasn't quite sure he meant what she 
was afraid of. She thanked him with all the sweet dignity 
she could, and told him she and her husband were most 
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deeply grateful, and she thought it was wonderful of 
him to help her, and she and her husband would come and 
sing for him and Frau Goebbels whenever he desired." 
"Bravo!" I applauded. 

Ulrica's hand rose swiftly. "Ach, she said, but his eyes 
shot black fire at this; 'It is not that I want,' he sneered, 
she said. ' — Sing! I want you — as my love, my mistress — ' " 

"Goebbels!" I gasped, almost scandalized. So careful I 
had always thought him. 

Erik's look hushed me. Ulrica continued. "So he spoke: 
' — That, or I'll drive you out of Germany. So?' and he 
put his hand familiarly on the flimsy costume, really noth- 
ing to hide her body beneath, and held her close for a 
moment. — Touched her, Adolf. Forced her to let him 
touch her intimately." 

I leaned back, shaking my head. Erik drew in his breath 
sharply. "Swine!" he said. 

Ulrica's voice spoke monotonously on. "That night she 
told it all to Konrad. All but the final touch. He wrote a 
letter to the Reichsminister. For that insult to his wife, 
he said, and to every German girl and woman and wife as 
represented in her, he said, at his next hour on the air he 
would announce to Germany and the world what kind of 
dirty swine the Reichsminister was." 

I smiled with delight. "Colossal! I'd like to have seen 
the little shrimp's face when he got that letter!" 

But Erik only stared gravely at his wife, holding his 
hands one in the other until the knuckles whitened. 

Ulrica's monotone continued. "He would have done it, 
too, if they had ever let him appear again on the air. And 
Goebbels knew it. The next night, Herta told me, she 
returned home from the cafe. She was worried already; 
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Konrad's program had been replaced by another tenor, 
without explanation; what could it mean? In the apart- 
ment, no Konrad; and no word from him. But there was 
word." Again she shuddered. "It was a telegram from the 
Gestapo, saying that her husband was detained, under 
orders from the Propaganda Reichsminister. She phoned 
at once to the Ministry. A secretary told her that her 
husband was all right, and the next day she would be told 
all; it was for her not to worry; only, to let no one know, 
or it would be most harmful for her husband. The Min- 
ister, he said, was trying to prevent a trial before the 
People's Tribunal." 

This time I drew in my breath sharply. Erik stared at 
the floor, his mouth working. 

"Three days poor Herta tried frantically to get to Goeb- 
bels. Each time she was put off, with more dreadful warn- 
ings that she must not mention the matter to a living soul, 
or she might never see Konrad again. Mysteriously all his 
appearances on the air were cancelled; she could learn no 
reason, and she dared ask nothing direct, or tell anything 
direct. Not even to me, then. Things happen so in Ger- 
many." Ulrica sighed heavily. "The fourth day, she was 
allowed to see this Goebbels in the Ministry. In a different 
room. With a bed in it." Her voice stopped. 

I, I was too excited to interrupt. What a story this was! 
If once the enemies of Goebbels, and they were myriad, 
learned of this. . . . But Erik stared still at the floor, his 
face working tensely. 

"He talked, now. He was all sympathy. Her husband, 
unfortunately, was in a concentration camp, she was told, 
for suspected subversive activities. There was a threat of 
a trial before the People's Tribunal — so far, only the 
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Reichsminister himself had prevented this. Such trials, said 
Goebbels softly, meant always a death sentence; so it had 
been so far, and could one expect an exception? As to these 
camps, he said — this slimy little dwarf, 'I do not like them. 
I have here some pictures. . . He showed the pictures. 
There were men in agony, nearly naked, some naked, being 
beaten, being bound to stocks and dreadful instruments, 
their bodies bleeding and bruised. . . . Men being tor- 
tured and mutilated in unspeakable ways. . . . And finally, 
corpses, hideous, distorted, swollen, nearly naked, naked, 
laid out in the pitiless sun. From all this he could save 
Konrad, he said quietly, if she did what he wanted. Now. 
At once. In this room. — Oh, but never, never, she pleaded 
hysterically; she would die first. — Die then, he said; talk 
was cheap; in any case, unless she did it, Konrad would be 
beaten and tortured and then killed, before nightfall, un- 
less she yielded; only her yielding would have him alive 
when the sun set once again. Only her yielding would 
keep his case from the People's Tribunal." She could say 
no more. 

"Well?" Erik asked heavily. 

"She loved Konrad. And so she yielded." 

It was too much for me to credit; at least, word must 
never go back to Goebbels that anyone had believed such 
things. "But you have only her word for all this," I pro- 
tested. "Goebbels is no fool, however much of a swine he 
is! It is not fair to condemn any man on one girl's story — 
And Konrad might have said subversive things; people 
talk, and a few words. . . 

"This is Ulrica's sister," said Erik sternly. "Herta never 
lies. No. That is not in her." I could see that he believed 
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it all. I, I saw no reason not to believe it. And yet . . . 
power is power. . . . 

"That was three weeks ago," continued Ulrica sadly. 
"She thought, from what was said that first time, that 
Konrad would be freed at once. But no, it was only that 
he would not be put to death, said the Reichsminister, and 
would not be tortured or beaten, as long as she came when 
she was summoned, and did as she was told, and told no 
one, no one on earth. For three weeks — three weeks of 
utter dreadful hell — she has done as he made her. "When- 
ever he sent for her. She sang her tragic Lieder better than 
ever; but the others, the light ones. . . . And now, at last, 
this morning, she received a letter from Konrad. Do not 
ask me how he got it smuggled to her; even she does not 
know. It came. He had been beaten, he wrote; he had been 
tortured. Unless he can escape, he wrote, he will die. That 
is the letter she received this morning from him. What is 
she to do?" She stood still and tall beside her chair. "I told 
her one thing only. Unless she secures his freedom, if 
anything happens to him, I will shoot Goebbels, myself!" 

"Ach, Ulrica darling, I can't believe it! If you knew 
Goebbels as well as I do — he is capable of villainy, yes; 
but not so crude, so open. There is something hidden — " 

"No, Little Adolf," said Erik distantly. "I know him, 
too. It is all true, every word of it." His stern eyes stared 
off into the distance. "He can do much. Others can do, 
too. For this, he will be hounded out of Germany. And I, 
I will do it, myself!" 

"No, but, Erik, consider! Consider his power — " 

"If he were the Leader himself, I would say it — I would 
mean it! Nothing will stop me, once I have set my soul 
to do justice! I too have Leader in me!" He looked very 
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terrible at that moment: the Junker, the eternal Protestant, 
embodied all in him at that moment. 

"Erik, it is not wise! It may not be true, remember — " 

"I know it is true." His face was heavier. "I have always 
guessed it might be something like this. It is like him, too 
like him. But this — it is the last time. My own wife's little 
sister! And Konrad of the golden voice! Ach, when I get 
through twisting his neck — " 

"Erik!" said Ulrica, herself alarmed at last. 

I did not yield. "It may be that so Goebbels has saved 
Germany from a traitor." 

"The only traitor in this story is the swine himself," said 
Erik fiercely. "Traitor to everything decent, and fine, and 
pure, and noble, and Nordic. Once let me get him. . . 

But what were we to do? At my suggestion, we laid aside 
the pointless discussion of possibilities, for Konrad's actual 
situation, for Herta's situation. True or not, guilty or not, 
something must be done. Could I take it to the Leader, 
pleaded Ulrica. Could Erik? 

I said I was willing to do anything she wished; but for 
me, I felt it wiser to lull your enemy, mass the attack, 
not move until I could crush him. I had observed, I ex- 
plained, that this was the most efficacious way. " — Leave it 
to me," said Erik harshly, "I will handle it, and maybe not 
through the Leader." 

Ulrica, looking more helplessly beautiful than ever, 
pleaded with me; wouldn't I promise to do something 
about it? There was nothing I could do but promise — at 
least, to inquire at once. That is always a safe promise to 
make. I left at night, cursing the fate that made it one 
of those nights when Erik was at home. I returned to the 
Chancellery just after midnight, troubled. 
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CHAPTER XIX 



I FACE MY OWN PROBLEM 



S I look back to that mad early spring of 1938, I 



il sometimes think we were all a little mad; everyone 
I knew closely, indeed, everyone in Germany. "We were 
getting too much too easily; we came to feel there was 
no limit to what we could get. I have observed that life 
fixes a limit to everything. 

I cannot blame the Leader for his hysterical determina- 
tion to achieve the Anschluss, which led to that rather dis- 
graceful scene at Der Berghof in which he screamed and 
shrieked at the Austrian Chancellor for eleven hours, more 
like a fishwife than a statesman, until he had battered his 
resistance down. But the tension of this bred a kind of 
madness in him too; and within four days he had promised 
full protection to the Sudeten Germans in Czechoslovakia 
— a magnificently audacious gesture, that might mean ac- 
tual European warfare. 

You would think that these international tensions would 
keep all of us busy enough. But no, if what Ulrica told 
me was to be believed, here was Goebbels using his vast 
power to satisfy his own personal lusts; exiling Herta's 
husband to, a concentration camp, and, by threat of the 
People's Tribunal, forcing his will on her. True or not, 
here was Ulrica embroidering to the point of obsession the 
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charge that the Leader was an onanist; and now flying off 
the handle utterly, and threatening to shoot Goebbels for 
what he had done to her sister. Worst of all, here was 
Erik, Reichsminister and Party leader as he was; he most 
of all should have kept his head, at least until he investi- 
gated this whole mad story his wife repeated to him. Yet 
he had swallowed it as if it were a report of the Gestapo, 
and had raved that he would hound Goebbels out of 
Germany and twist his neck. 

And I, I began to share the madness, the emotional 
tension, too. As her husband, Erik surely had the right 
to spend at least an occasional night in the house with 
Ulrica, as last night. But she had been so tantalizing to 
me in her tragic sorrow, that I was furious that it had 
turned out so: that the situation banned me from doing 
more than decorously bidding her goodnight, and leaving 
her with the man who had no ethical right to be there, 
whatever legal right he might have had. I went home, 
wishing he had been Konrad Fuchs. A little mad, all of 
us. . . . 

Erik called me into conference the next morning, in his 
chambers in the Foreign Office. I myself had my own 
problems. The Leader was to fly to Vienna the next day, 
and there had been a slip-up, and conflicting dates, so that 
he had also agreed to give an interview to an American 
journalist in Berlin at the same hour. 'Well, I must of 
course be the Leader in Berlin, while he was orating in 
his native Austria. On top of my intensive preparation 
for that, the husband, whose mere presence had begun to 
annoy me as an obstacle to my own natural living, had to 
summon me to his chambers. I have observed that it never 
rains but it bursts a cloud. 
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Erik gave me a cigar, served brandy, strode up and 
down his study. Perhaps charged would be the better 
word; he seemed so bottled up with repressed anger. "Now 
first of all, Little Adolf, I have good news for you," he 
said. 

"There is room for it, God knows. What now?" At the 
least, it ought to mean a weekend trip for him to some 
nearby capital needing Nazi persuasion; it might mean a 
whole week. 

"For me," he grinned expansively, "no more shooting 
around the Reich and nearby like a messenger boy. The 
Anschluss is a fact, now. I am in Vienna needed no more. 
In Prague and Pilsen, perhaps; but I can always be sum- 
moned back for that. In Rome is where the real danger 
lies: to quiet II Duce, and assure his support in what must 
come soon. He will be demanding his share of the spoils; 
it is for me to convince him that he is over-rewarded, in 
being recognized as our major ally. And so, my dear friend, 
I am to go as special envoy to Rome — an appointment that 
will be made permanent, as ambassador, within the month. 
And then, a few months riveting the Axis, and I return 
to Berlin — and it is hinted that Ribbentrop will be shifted, 
and Foreign Affairs will be mine at last!" 

I gave the salute. "Heil Hitler! Heartiest congratula- 
tions, dearest friend. But this is colossal news! But what 
will you do with — with Ulrica, when vou are stationed so 
permanently beside the Tiber?" 

He shook his head. "Alas, it will break her heart to leave 
poor Herta, harassed to death as she is, at this time. But of 
course she goes with me." 

"Naturally," I said, in a quiet voice. "I meant the matter 
of poor Herta, but certainly." But a flame of red anger 
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shot through me. Not one night, but permanently! What 
right did he have to let his public life disturb my satis- 
factory private affairs so? "And this is all already official?" 
I probed. 

"Absolutely. I had to be in the room with that swine 
Goebbels when the Leader informed me. I had to smile 
at him, if you please, when I wanted my hands on his 
throat! My hour will come, Little Adolf, my hour will 
come! Well, so much for the good news. For the rest, I do 
not know. You, you do not wholly believe this story, no?" 

"That Herta said it, yes; surely Ulrica's word settles 
that. But she might be mistaken. Look, it might be some- 
one using Goebbels' name, his power, his offices even, to 
trick her. Such things have been." 

"Now, now, now, it's the first time I ever heard you 
defending the swine! I told you I am to fly to Prague at 
dawn tomorrow, no? Conference with Henlein. This is 
a message for you from Ulrica. She was more than disap- 
pointed that you did not fully credit all that Herta said. 
You must be our ally, Little Adolf; there is no other way! 
And so, if you are free this afternoon, she will meet you 
at the Kaiserhof , the Red Lounge, and go with you herself 
to Herta, and you are to hear the story from the girl's 
own lips. Ach, if only I had time to be with you — and 
myself to act, even now! But I must be in conference till 
God knows what hours, getting instructions for tomorrow. 
At four, then, you'll meet her in the Red Lounge?" 

"But surely, Herr Reichsminister!" 

I gave the salute, and left. What a mad tangle it was 
all growing to be! From von Arnheim's chambers, I next 
had to visit the Chancellor's study, and go over what were 
to be my opinions as the Leader when I was interviewed 
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the next day by this journalist from America. Herr Hitler 
himself was a little hysterical, so much was happening each 
day. I had next to read and memorize his personal letters 
and his answers to them, to be prepared to know his atti- 
tude on any subject that might conceivably come up. And 
then I was kept on for the conference, while matters deal- 
ing with the Sudeten were gone over with von Arnheim. 
It was not until twenty-five after four that I arrived at 
the Red Lounge. 

Ulrica was still waiting for me, dreadfully nervous, rub- 
bing her hands, biting her lips. "You did come!" 

I disengaged her caress finally. "But this trip to Rome — " 

"Darling, we haven't a moment. I must be at Frau 
Goring's at six — and look what it is now! And Herta has 
been waiting this half hour — I phoned her for God's sake 
to forgive our being a little late. He will be in Prague 
tomorrow night, darling — all we want to talk — " 

"With this I had to be contented. We taxied to the apart- 
ment of her sister, and I met the lovely Herta Fuchs for 
the second time. But how changed since I had seen her 
hardly six weeks before! As beautiful as ever, yes; but 
there was something hard and bitter and black staring 
intermittently out of her eyes, that was not good to see. 

"I can't stay but a minute," Ulrica said, after the two 
sisters clung together for a breathless embrace. "Hold back 
nothing, as I said, darling. He at least is to be trusted to 
the death. More than Erik. As much as Konrad. As much 
as I." 

She left swiftly, and Herta Fuchs and I were at last 
alone together. She dragged herself around listlessly, as if 
the life had gone out of her soul. "There are drinks," she 
said. "Pour me one. But nothing does me any good now, 
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though. — Yes, thanks," as I offered her a cigarette, and 
leaned back to enjoy one myself. 

She sat regarding me without words. I waited for her 
to speak. So I always had to do, with the Leader. I have 
observed that one learns more so. 

"Ulrica has told you?" 

"But yes. Yet it might be better if you started at the 
beginning, and told everything. . . ." 

I studied her closely, as she leaned forward and poured 
out the story as Ulrica had told it, only not quite the same, 
with more pauses and a more dreadful horror in her voice. 
She made it all live again before me, from that first after- 
noon at the Ministry, when she felt the black, beady, 
snake eye watching her unseen while the maid changed 
her to this costume and that, between the groups of her 
songs; and what happened at the end, what he said when 
he stroked her arm so tightly, and then touched her as no 
wife can let herself be touched. As the story unfolded — 
her husband's frienzied letter threatening to reveal the 
scandal to all the Reich over the air, his dreadful disap- 
pearance and the three days and nights of black uncer- 
tainty when she could get no word, only a warning to say 
nothing, and of her summons to the ministry at last — I 
studied her, and my own eyes warmed at what I saw. She 
had an exquisite body, a little smaller than Ulrica's: bud, 
rather than fullblown blossom. I walked to and fro, paus- 
ing now and then to get a better view of her body, more 
than hinted under her shimmery hostess gown. Poor child, 
she had dressed herself in her best for this tragic interview! 
Her legs were flawless, from the gold slippers to the spread 
curves of the thighs; and her rump, as I myself had ob- 
served when Ulrica hugged her, was even more to notice. 
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It became clearer to me how any man would go to elab- 
orate planning to secure all these treasures. And yet, it 
was very risky for any man to do things as openly as she 
claimed that the Propaganda Minister had. . . . 

She was crying, as she told the rest of it. But I encour- 
aged her to omit nothing. My face was all sympathetic 
when she told of the ghastly pictures of the men mutilated 
and tortured and finally dead in the concentration camp; 
and of the ultimatum to her: Do as I say now, or by sunset 
tomorrow it would be her husband's picture that would 
be shown to her so. And she had loved her husband so, 
what else could she do? Had she not done right? 

I was seated beside her now, trying to quiet her hysteria. 
I patted her shoulder, her leg, sympathetically: but of 
course she had done right; she had done nobly. But tell me 
all the details, I insisted. And she omitted none: so only 
would all be well with Konrad, he had told her. Then, 
when he was not freed, she had gone to Goebbels again, 
and accused him of breaking his word. But no, he said, 
her husband was being held for subversive utterances; 
only, there would be no beating, no tortures, as long as she 
was amiable. If not, the People's Tribunal ... at dawn, 
the next day; and, by night. . . . 

And so she had yielded each time. And then, a letter 
from Konrad, smuggled out she could not guess how. . . . 
He had been beaten, he had been tortured, he would die 
if something were not done. . . . 

I had my arm around her now, utterly excited at the 
whole story. If she would only let me help her, I begged 
her; if she would only trust me, trust me utterly, there 
was nothing I would not do. . . . 

When my hand touched her intimately, she stiffened 



2/2 THE STRANGE DEATH 

back abruptly. "But I do not know what you mean! You 
— you love Ulrica, don't you? Isn't it so?" 
"Why— er— " 

"She told me you were her lover!" 

I shrugged. "I love her more than any woman in the 
world, but naturally. One does not admit things, when 
there is a husband. ..." 

"But you want . . . me, to be . . . nice to you!" 

My hands were tighter now. "Only trust me, trust me 
utterly, there is nothing I will not do!" 

"You dirty swine!" She flashed to her feet, angry like 
a tigress. "And I trusted you, and Ulrica trusts you! Are 
all you men alike? Ugh, do you think I'd let you touch me, 
or him again, or any man in the world but Konrad? 
Haven't you the faintest idea what love means? — How 
she can love a thing as low as you! You will not help, not 
you, ever! I can read your soul!" It was real hysteria now. 
"You are all slime, all muck, yourself, like him! All ordure! 
I need your help, things like this have happened to me, 
and all you can think of is what he thought of! Ach God, 
I could kill myself! That German men are like this!" 

"But you did not understand me," I spoke rather stiffly; 
it was best not to press this matter now. "I merely said 
that, if you trusted me utterly, I would pledge my soul 
to do all I could to secure your husband's release. For that, 
you scold me!" 

She stared at me with angry suspicion. "You did not 
mean that you wanted me, my body, now?" 

My eyes widened with disbelief. "But I loved Ulrica! 
Naturally not." 

She stared at me harshly. "Pour me another drink. I was 
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overwrought, then. I am sorry. I am glad that you will 
help Konrad." 

It did not seem the occasion to do more than repeat 
my promise to make the fullest inquiries. I have found 
the scruples of women at times extremely inconvenient. 

The next day I was at my best in the interview with 
the American journalist. I felt inspired to give the per- 
formance of my career. If I had not succeeded in every 
field, there were fields in which I was incomparable. I made 
clear to him how every act that I and my Nazis had done 
was inspired only by a great love for the world's peace, 
which could only be achieved by the world's accepting 
German leadership. The Reich must include every German, 
no matter where he lived; so naturally the soul's dream 
of the Germans in the Sudeten must be granted to them, 
as had happened already in Austria. If there were Germans 
in London or America, I said, could mere geography wipe 
out the love of the Fatherland in their hearts? The Father- 
land was wherever a German was. A man could no more 
change his race, his nationality, than he could change his 
ears or his liver. The United States, as I explained, was 
predominantly Nordic as it was; there could be only peace 
between the Nordic nations. When I saw the interview 
later, it was headed: 

HITLER FAVORS IMMEDIATE GERMAN WORLD! 

It pleased the Leader as much as it pleased me. He himself 
saw the proofs, changed the punctuation in several places, 
and added two Heil Hitlers that I had forgotten. 

That night, with Erik safely in Prague, I was given a 
chance for a long, serious talk with Ulrica. Her going to 
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Rome was most inconsiderate, I said; think how lonely it 
would leave me! And it was not my personal feelings that 
mattered most, I said; she had been named Frau Germania 
officially — and how could Frau Germania leave Germany? 

She sat studying the stem of her wine glass. "I am not 
interested in all Germany, Little Adolf. The title meant 
nothing to me. But . . . you — I do not want to leave 
you lonely, no." 

"Then you will not go!" 

"If you cared for me as I care for you, I don't believe 
we would ever be parted again. Do you realize that I love 
you, Adolf?" 

"But naturally, darling! As I love you — " 

She continued to stare at the stem of her wine glass. 
"With Erik. . . . He is all consideration and I wouldn't 
do anything to hurt him that I could avoid. But with you, 
dear, it is different. After all you are the father of my 
children. If you want me to stay, I will stay." 

Naturally, I was all overjoyed at this. "Magnificent! 
And how shall we announce it to him, darling." 

"He will give me a divorce, I imagine. He's dreadfully 
decent." 

I shook my head at this. "That makes it unpleasantly 
public, doesn't it?" 

"But how else could I marry you?" 

Now wasn't that just like a woman! "My dear, I am 
Little Adolf, the Leader's double. To me, marriage is natu- 
rally forbidden. I am not free like other men; not until 
death. Until his death, at least. Then at last I would be 
free, and take a wife; but now — no." 

Her face weighed me. "But if he died, and no one knew, 
and then they asked you to keep on impersonating him. 
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. . . Erik has said something like that, jokingly, of 
course. . . ." 

How could I object to a prospect as remote and delight- 
ful as that? "Ah, yes, in that event; but it is not to be 
thought of now. There must be some other way to keep 
you here." 

She wept a little, but soon I made her forget her tears. 
At least, she came back to it much later, I knew now all 
that had happened to Herta; I was convinced? 

I realized that this was a time for careful walking. Ach, 
yes, I was convinced that all this had happened to Herta 
from some villain; and the man who had done it, I said, 
would be made to pay to it — even to the death; I pledged 
her my word for that. This was enough to make her cheer- 
ful; and a woman, I have observed, is much more pleasure 
when she is cheerful. 

I went back to the Chancellery, the next morning, more 
than ever troubled at the whole situation. Ulrica must be 
kept in Berlin; that was definite. But how could I achieve 
this? When the Leader was confronted with a problem, he 
found an answer always. I have observed that the secret 
of his brilliance is to use common sense. The common 
sense of this matter would be to eliminate the husband. 
I was sure his advice would be valuable, if I could have 
secured it. But the Leader would hardly be sympathetic to 
that, especially when his Frau Germania was concerned. 
But there must be a way, and I swore to myself that I 
would find it. I have always observed that when I make up 
my mind, something happens. 

Something did. 
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CHAPTER XX 

THE COBRA STRIKES 

I AM convinced that we were all of us a little mad that 
spring; and the solution I found, as I was brushing my 
teeth after breakfast that morning, had all the brilliance 
of an insane solution, so simple it was, so obvious from the 
start. To me, it had the simplicity of plane geometry. 
Goebbels, or someone in his department, had desired Herta, 
and her husband was in the way. Well, where was the hus- 
band now? And, meanwhile, Herta was very much present 
in Berlin, and when she was desired she was available. It 
was incredible to have Erik von Arnheim take my own 
mistress to Rome; it was not fair to me, nor was it fair 
to the Party, or to the Reich, to have Frau Germania 
leave so. Yet he would not go without her. An insuperable 
impasse? Not to me! He must not go, then! 

But how could this be achieved? Again, by letting him 
act as Konrad had acted, which had solved the whole 
situation. Nothing remained, once I had come to this 
conclusion, but to arrange to have Erik removed to a con- 
centration camp, instead of to Rome. There might be diffi- 
culties; but what is life for, if not to give the opportunity 
to us to eliminate difficulties? 

In the mid-morning I went in to the Reichsminister 
for Propaganda and Public Enlightenment, and asked if 
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I could have a few minutes of his time. He was in a good 
humor, for news from the Sudeten showed a magnificent 
response, among the Nazis there at least, to our tentative 
suggestions that they were entitled to autonomy, and that 
we were ready to give it to them. ""Well, Little Adolf, no 
time like the present, as the bull said to the cow. Don't 
tell me you wish more salary! You make more than the 
Reichsbank president, as it is." He grinned at me evilly 
out of his beady black eyes set in his vulture face. "Why 
don't you get some rich industrialist's wife to support you, 
the way most of the Party leaders do?" 

"Herr Reichsminister," I said diffidently, "it is about 
loyalty to the Fatherland, and the Leader, and you, I come 
to speak. I am, as you know, in a position of peculiar trust; 
and, as one close to the Leader, men and women, too, 
speak to me with great freedom, as if I were a conduit 
to his ear and yours. I have learned something that might 
be of great interest, about one high in the Party councils. 
It is my duty to tell it?" 

"Everybody dumps his night dirt on my desk," he said. 
"Let's have it." 

"If one high in the Party councils, in the government 
itself," I made it as impressive as possible, "had been heard 
to threaten about the Leader, or about one as high in the 
Party, say, as Marshal Goring or yourself, that he would 
hound him out of Germany, and would indeed strangle 
him with his own hands, it is my duty to tell this?" 

His face grinned satanically. "I knew it was about time 
for another Purge. Let's have it." 

"It would not lower me in your regard, to have come 
thus close to a traitor to one of the Party heads?" 
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"You'll get paid for it, as you wish. After we have 
acted." 

"What would happen to such a Party leader, who made 
such a threat against one of the Party heads as high as 
Marshal Goring or yourself?" 

He snickered. "Goring prefers the ax. I like my concen- 
tration camps. Protective custody is a slower and surer 
punishment. They send me pictures of what is done to the 
prisoners, yes. An interesting dossier; some night I will 
show them to you. After mutilation and death especially. 
We know how to deal with traitors, now. And there is 
always the chance that one recants, and names others; 
then we have a better Purge. And it is against me that this 
was directed, so; or you would have gone to Goring. 
Proceed." 

I was startled at his intuition. "It is even so. I have 
your word there will be such a punishment, then, for the 
traitor?" 

His claw hand came toward me. "No more words. 
—Who?" 

"You are about to name as Minister to — " 
"Arnheim, eh!" I was again amazed at how fast his 
mind leaped correctly to the right solution. " — That he 
would hound me out of Germany, eh, and strangle me 
himself? What a charming fate for me, no? And why — " 
"His wife—" I began. 

His face grew more evil than ever. "So. I have heard 
that lie myself. I keep the libels against me tabulated on 
a card index. This one is recent. — That I annoyed her 
sister; isn't that it? Now here are the facts. Konrad Fuchs, 
this sister's husband, is under arrest, for his own protec- 
tion, for subversive talk. His wife is naturally a sorehead 
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— so the Americans say it; a grumbler. So she talks loose. 
Von Arnheim believes this. So. He will hound me out of 
Germany, he will strangle me? He!" There was utter 
scorn in the dark voice. "You, yourself, actually heard him 
say it? You will swear to this?" 

"Not once, but a number of times." 

His finger pressed a button. I heard it buzz in the outer 
office. "I thought he was too grown-up to listen to gossip," 
the Minister snarled. An orderly entered, with a "Heil 
Hitler!" and a salute from him, and then from each of us. 
Goebbels spoke curtly. "Tell the Leader I wish to come 
see him for a moment." 

My eyes widened in fright. "He must know!" 

"Do not back down from this story, Little Adolf," his 
eyes were beads of sanadin, "or you will be held in pro- 
tective custody for a long time yourself. Tell him what 
you have told me, or I will add pictures of you to my 
dossier, no? Fools," he grunted. "It is time for a Purge. 
He is useful, too, more's the pity. Maybe there will be 
ways of converting him." 

We were led into the Leader's study, and all withdrew. 
Even the Blackshirts were ordered to stand outside the 
windows, since it was only Goebbels and I. 

"Tell him," grunted Goebbels. 

I gave the salute, and told it all, as I had told it to the 
Propaganda Minister. Only, I had noted that the Propa- 
ganda Minister had called it a libel, a lie; and so I was 
careful to make clear that I dismissed the whole cause of 
the incident — the story told by Herta Fuchs — as a com- 
plete fabrication, a libel invented to discredit the Minister 
and scandalize the administration. 

The Leader's face went hard. "This is serious, yes. Our 
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great thanks to you, Little Adolf, for keen ears and a loyal 
heart. So the wind blows up that creek, eh? He can't want 
to take over Propaganda! He's a good man, in his field." 

"An undoubted expert on foreign affairs. Too Rightist, 
always; but otherwise. . . ." 

"Yes, that is so, too. And superficially this is not a mat- 
ter aimed against me, but against you. And yet," he 
weighed it unhappily, "whatever splits our central group, 
whatever scandalizes one of us, damages the Party, the 
cause. And just when we need him in Rome, too!" 

"We have no lack of men and ability," said Goebbels. 

"True, too. Well, pick another, then." Hitler sighed. 
"I leave him to you. Entirely. What do you expect to 
do to him?" 

"He is a fool," said Goebbels sharply. "For a long time 
we have needed some such thing as this, to cut his comb 
a bit. It must not grow too high. A splendid second man, 
yes; never a first. I will handle him. Protective custody; 
a few serious heart to heart talks; the thing laid on the 
table — which does he prefer, to be sterilized as subversive 
to Party discipline and then exiled from Germany, even 
to go before the Tribunal — or to see sense, and come back 
into harness. He will see sense." His face looked as if it 
could have torn the man apart with a vulture's beak, as 
he spoke. 

"That seems thoroughly wise." The leader spoke wearily. 
"I will forget it now, and leave him to you. Oh, but word 
from Prague! Henlein agrees to announce the demands 
I suggested; so the eastward sweep gains momentum, no? 
Will they stop us," his eyes stared far off, "at the Pacific? 
I do not think so. Waves roll around the world." 

"Look at the wave of proper punishment of this interna- 
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tional Jewish conspiracy," said Goebbels, face warped with 
delight. "There is no country that is not feeling its im- 
pulse, now! Poland, little Danzig, Czechoslovakia, Hun- 
gary, Italy, Spain, France, Colombia, Peru, the Argentine, 
and throughout the whole United States — we have started 
a movement that will not end, until even the name Jew 
has been wiped out of man's chronicles. For the Jew is 
responsible for democracy — the leveling of mankind until 
the Leader is no higher than the follower; and your attack 
on that spirit will not end until all Europe is Nazi, hailing 
you as Leader! And, after Europe, South America, North 
America; Africa, with all of our colonies enlarged; Asia, 
with Communism ended and even Japan learning to say 
'Heil Hitler' instead of 'Banzai.' " 

"It is a wave," said the Leader gravely. "It is sweeping 
the world, yes. Peacefully, so far. It will not all be 
peaceful." 

Goebbels' face lighted up with wild fanaticism. "There 
is bound to be war — with Germany triumphant. War is 
the simple affirmation of life. You can no more suppress 
war than you can suppress nature itself, moving in its own 
natural way. We sacrifice much, my Leader, when we 
permit peace and postpone war? And when we have such 
a war as must follow the wave of your triumphant plan- 
ning, to produce the pan-German world, there will be 
protective custody for all Jewish swine — and then what? 
Protective custody is an admirable thing." He considered 
it gloatingly. "For, when we have the Jews so, has it ever 
occurred to you that a simple surgical operation on a mere 
seven and a half million males will half solve the whole 
problem for us? They are all circumcized; let a simple 
castration hereafter accompany each circumcision — to be 
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done retroactively in the case of all already circumcized — 
and a bare half is left of the problem. And the Jewish 
women are equally subversive. Once they are spayed, the 
matter is ended in one generation! And nine and a half 
million of them are in Europe now, practically under our 
thumb! As soon as we have a Nazi Europe, a potent Jewish 
male is unthinkable. And then the four million in North 
America, and the mere handful elsewhere — and the whole 
disease is extirpated. Look how the wave spreads! The 
refugees — have you seen any country leaping to accept 
even one of them? The stupid United States, for all of its 
Jewish control there, shuts the doors on any more. So every 
nation, each one saying, 'Let our neighbors take them.' 
France says, Tut them in Ethiopia' — but not in a French 
colony! Italy says put them in the cemetery, as we do. 
If we could only censor all that the Pope says, and this 
Roosevelt, and the others who speak in favor of them. . . . 
What an encouraging thing, my Leader, to read of a 
Jewish suicide! That is the sort of cooperation we cannot 
have too much of. This wave is spreading — and our wave 
to the east is just as satisfactory!" 

The conference ended on this high note. I left it, caring 
not at all about this rather absurd persecution of the 
Jews; after all, I had never met a Jew who was not friendly 
and better behaved than his gentile neighbors. But I was 
dazed with delight at my personal problem and its solution 
at last: so well I had planned, so well I had achieved! And 
I knew Goebbels would not delay. . . . 

A cryptic wire came to me from Ulrica just after I had 
finished dinner: 

E. GONE. COME AT ONCE. 

U. 



OF ADOLF HITLER 283 

This was a visit I looked forward to with much pleasure. 
I bathed and dressed with unusual care, and went around 
to console the bereaved darling. It would have been amus- 
ing to have told her just how brilliantly I had solved our 
problem, if I could have been sure that she would under- 
stand it just as I did. But she might not have understood 
the complete necessity for what I had done, and it would 
be better to wait until she expressed complete relief at her 
husband's elimination; and then we could laugh together 
over how well I had managed it. 

I was disappointed when I saw her woe-begone face. 
"Oh, Adolf, darling, the most dreadful thing has hap- 
pened," she greeted me, even as I was kissing her. "Erik 
was kidnapped, just before five this afternoon, by three 
of the Gestapo, and God knows where they've taken him! 
A clerk at the Foreign Office phoned me — and that was 
all he could find out. What am I to do!" 

"But why!" I exclaimed, as if thoroughly mystified. 
"What in the world has he done!" 

"It's what someone has done to him," she said brokenly. 
"That is how things are done, in Germany. Some one goes 
with a lie to any official, and they have power to do this 
even to each other. Look how Goebbels is allowed to censor 
even members of the ministry! He's even dared to dictate 
what von Papen, Schacht and Streicher are allowed to say 
— and, meanwhile, he's emitting such infantile nonsense as 
his attack on the lemon as Jewish in origin,* and urging 
that we use the Nordic folkic rhubarb in its place. Ach, 
it makes one weep! He, or Goring, or any of half a dozen 



* Frau von Arnheim's error. The lemon was attacked as sinful and alien, 
but not definitely as Jewish. 
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others could have done this; or, of course, the German 
Narcissus." Her lips curled in scorn. 

"But, sweet, you must not speak of the Leader so!" 
I insisted. "He himself has said that if a man does his duty 
fully to the Party, the cause, and Germany, it makes no 
difference whom he sleeps with the night before." 

"But what in God's name am I to do about Erik! Just 
when he's been appointed to go to Rome, too!" 

"And you with him. And you didn't want to go. Now 
perhaps you won't have to." I tried to hint gently to her 
what delightful news this was to our dreams. 

She did not take the hint. "Surely the Leader will know. 
That's why I sent for you. You can get in touch with him; 
find out for me!" 

"Well, it is presumption. . . ." But I knew that it was 
not, I was so high in his confidence. "I can phone him." 
I got the call put through without any difficulty. "This is 
Ludwig Zeit speaking, Herr Reichskanzler. I am at the 
residence of Reichsminister von Arnheim. Frau von Arn- 
heim reports that her husband disappeared with three 
Gestapo officers this afternoon just before five, and she is 
unable to find trace of him. Is it possible that he is in 
conference with your Excellency?" 

I listened carefully, thanked him for his information, 
saluted the instrument, and gave the hail "Heil Hitler!" 
Only then was it permitted to hang the receiver up. I 
turned to her with a troubled face. "Herr Hitler says that 
in due time his absence will be explained thoroughly; that 
he knows where your husband is, and it is confidential 
Party business, not to be inquired about." I did not repeat 
what he had added, that I was to find out all I could about 
her attitude, also. 
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Her face went ashen. "Good God! Just like Konrad 
Fuchs! It must be that same damnable little Goebbels at 
the bottom of this too. Ach, God, what a blessing to Ger- 
many if the Leader would turn him over to Goring and 
his ax!" 

I shrugged. "I do not like him, Ulrica sweetest, as you 
so well know. But he is good at propaganda. What is one 
to do? He has power; and it is never wise, I have observed, 
to walk carelessly too close to power." 

"But what did they arrest him for! "We were to dine 
here, and he had tickets for Tristram und Isolde, and even 
tomorrow, he was told, his appointment to Rome would 
be announced. Oh, it's tragic, tragic! And there is nothing 
on God's stricken earth to do about it!" 

I smiled tenderly at her, she looked so deliciously woe- 
begone. "Let us take a moratorium on our troubles — that 
is my suggestion. You slip into an evening dress, and / 
will take you to Tristram! It would be a shame to waste 
two such tickets." 

Her eyes were appalled. "But I couldn't! I'd be miser- 
able! Oh, Adolf, no, no! Please don't make me!" 

But I smiled firmly at her. "For your own good, darling, 
I am insisting. Go now and dress." 

She sobbed a little while she was dressing, but I told her 
I would prefer she conceal that, for her own good. We 
arrived with the first act just beginning, and thrilled to- 
gether to the magnificent passion of the wife of Mark of 
Cornwall for the glorious knight. It was very much like 
Ulrica and myself, I reflected. Mark did have a rather 
skinny, grizzled look, like Erik to the life; and I knew I 
would have made a much more suitable Tristram than the 
fat tenor who wheezed through the immortal love songs. 
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In the darkness, my hand caressed hers tenderly. Such 
music as this of Wagner's was written for true lovers. It 
made me almost romantic. And how amusing to wonder 
what was at this moment to the husband happening! That 
too I would learn. I decided that an opera should be written 
about Ulrica and myself; and, if I would brush up on my 
vocal, I might even sing the hero's role, myself! Ach, we 
were all a little mad, these days. 

The next morning, after a most satisfactory night, I 
received a message to come to the Ministry for Propaganda 
and Public Enlightenment. Pleased at this good fortune, 
which no doubt indicated further information or perhaps 
even an especial reward to be given me, I hurried around. 

"The Minister sent for me," I said to the clerk at the 
huge information desk. 

"The Minister is not here. Herr Dissel will see you." 

I went in to the office of one of Goebbels' confidential 
secretaries. 

"Ach, Zeit? Seat yourself." He brought out of one of 
his drawers a huge folder, which he opened and studied 
with much deliberation. He looked up at last. "Here I 
have a dossier Herr Reichsminister asked me to bring to 
your attention. This is in complete confidence, no? This is 
the Dossier Ludwig Zeit." 

His tone did not make me feel comfortable. "Well?" 

He thumbed over many sheets, and drew forth one. 
He read it slowly, and then spoke. "On Monday, July 30, 
1934, you spent the night at the apartment of Erik von 
Arnheim, with your host away in Geneva. I have here a list 
of approximately two hundred other nights you have spent 
in that apartment, under similar circumstances, including 
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last night. This is unknown to Erik von Arnheim. 
Correct?" 

I had often boasted of the excellence of German espion- 
age, but never before that moment was I convinced that 
there had been understatement, and not exaggeration, in 
my words. This was to be faced. Goebbels himself had this 
information. It would be most advantageous to be abso- 
lutely frank with this man. My own nature is essentially 
frank anyhow, unless there is a distinct advantage to be 
gained by a necessary evasion. "Yes," I said. 

"Good. Frau von Arnheim has borne two sons since 
that time. You are the father of those two sons. Correct?" 

A somewhat similar reasoning applied with equal force 
now; and yet, how could one be sure. I had, of course, 
a natural pride in the thought; but what if it were not a 
correct thought? There could be no harm, however, in 
assuming that a denial was not anticipated. "One can 
never be certain," I explained. "I am of that opinion. Yes." 

"Frau von Arnheim has offered to divorce her husband, 
and marry you. Correct?" 

"But this is unthinkable!" I showed great indignation. 
"Who can have spread a story so ridiculous?" 

He tapped his finger firmly on two other documents 
spread under his hand. "Affidavits of the von Arnheim 
butler and maid, who overheard it from within the door 
o*f the butler's pantry, within the last week. No pressure 
was exerted; they are in the service. In the light of these, 
correct?" 

"Now that you remind me, yes." 

" — Which you refused to do," he continued in a blase 
voice. "Her husband is now also under detention, by order 
of the Reichsminister. Would it not be wise," he held his 
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thumb and the three final fingers against the desk, folded 
under, and thumped with his index finger against the dark 
red-brown mahogany desk top, "for Frau von Arnheim 
to see the Minister herself about her husband, on some 
early opportunity — say tomorrow evening, at an address 
I give you?" 

I studied his face for a long time, before I answered this. 
He did not look at me. "But . . . she ... I am not sure 
she is a close friend of the Reichsminister's. He knows me; 
perhaps she would much prefer to have me discuss. . . ." 
But his face did not yield. I leaned over more passionately 
toward him. "You are human. She might not even desire 
to go. Women have their own particular desires. . . . 
Only last night she had said to me that she hated him like 
a snake, and would kill him if she ever got her hands on 
him." 

"She does not like the Minister, no. That is under- 
stood, from another dossier." He paused significantly. "Yet 
this is different. Would it not be wise for her to come; 
and very wise, Herr Zeit, if you make sure she comes!" 
It was no query. 

My face grew naturally a little white. "But if she will 
not go!" 

"Is not that for you to make sure of? Ach, I almost 
forgot. The Minister told me to tell you that the Leader 
had not been troubled with this dossier yet." The secretary 
acted as if the matter had been settled. He lit himself a 
cigar, and puffed it absently, until at last he observed 
with pleasure that he had achieved commendable smoke 
rings floating from the tip of his cigar above my head. 
I did not feel that I earned halos. 

"I am to make her come, then?" 
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"Would it not be wise?" 

" — To make her come. A woman is difficult to make to 
do anything, no?" I thought reflectively of Herta Fuchs, 
and shook my head. It would not do to have Ulrica behave 
so. And then a thought came to me. "If she comes, natu- 
rally the Leader will not be troubled with this dossier?" 

His eyebrows rose. "But naturally. He is very busy, the 
Leader." 

"She is very dear to me," I said stiffly. "He will not harm 
her?" 

The secretary's hands opened gently. "Surely you are 
not one that believes in libels! This is the Reichsminster 
we speak of. Unless she has done something subversive, 
naturally not. We both know that." 

"And any way I make her come, it will be all right?" 

"That is for you to decide. The Minister thinks that 
such an interview will be mutually profitable." 

I remembered back that so he had gotten rid of Konrad 
Fuchs, and so summoned Herta to come to him. And now 
Ulrica. It is not easy to contemplate sending one's mistress 
to such a man. And yet, surely he might wish only to 
question her about her husband, that he might convert 
him. There had been talk of this. It was best to regard 
it so. And yet it was unusual, in that case, that he had 
first had me shown this dossier about myself. But the un- 
usual was happening, especially in Germany. 

Suddenly I thought of a brilliant idea. I have observed 
that, when there is need, such ideas happen naturally to 
me. "If Frau von Arnheim were of the opinion that it 
was planned to detain me in protective custody, in the 
concentration camp where her husband is, or even to take 
me before the People's Tribunal, it would be natural for 
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her to wish to talk that over with the Reichsminister, 
hein?" 

"But naturally." 

"I think she will think that, when I talk to her. The 
Minister will be pleased?" 
"But naturally." 
"Tomorrow evening, you said?" 

"So. — To this address." He handed it to me on a slip 
of paper. "At nine o'clock." 
"She will come," I said. 

He rose. "Heil Hitler!" His arm snapped forward to 
the salute. 

"Heil Hitler!" 

I walked stiffly out of the room. 

This I had not at all anticipated, when the brilliant 
idea came to me of arranging for a substitute trip for 
von Arnheim instead of the embassy to Rome which he 
expected. I have observed that the unanticipated often 
comes, especially in Germany. It is wise to make the best 
of any such eventuality. I felt that I had risen to the 
emergency in a way to be proud of. Goebbels would get 
the interview he wished; Ulrica would have the thrill of 
saving me from threatened arrest and detention or worse; 
so no one would suffer, due to my quick-witted handling 
of the situation. I began to understand how well equipped 
I was to act in emergencies, no matter their nature. It is 
of such stuff that leaders are made. 
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CHAPTER XXI 



THE SEED IS SOWN 



ATURALLY, Ulrica expected me to dinner that 



JL >| night. I went with the full realization that I faced 
a difficult task. Great disgrace was in store for me, if once 
that dossier were shown to the Leader. The only way to 
prevent this was to have Ulrica cooperate in the way 
indicated by the Reichsminister's secretary. But she, like 
all women, was excessively sentimental; and she might let 
her personal feelings interfere with this simple solution, 
and thus precipitate the thing I was most anxious to avoid. 
So my task was to turn her sentimental nature into my 



I almost decided to tell her the exact situation. In a 
way, the disgrace would involve both of us; and one might 
think that she would do anything within reason to prevent 
this. But there comes in your woman's sentimentality 
again. She was quite capable of saying nobly, "Let him 
expose us! I will be proud to appear before the world as 
your lover." But that would be as absurd as her being 
willing to divorce Erik and marry me; how could I, in 
my magnificently paid position, contemplate surrendering 
that position, which would of necessity follow from any 
such publicity and scandal? As a matter of fact, if I was 
as valuable as a double as I imagined, it seemed more 




ally. 
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probable to me that Goebbels, as well as the Leader, would 
see to it that there was no publicity, no scandal; for 
their convenience, not for mine. 

But, after all, I was on my mettle now. I had said that 
I would send her around; it was a test of my persuasive- 
ness to see if I could do as I had boasted, and a test of 
her love for me to see if she would do as I wished. After 
all, she had laughingly told me that the first time she went 
to Erik's apartment she never dreamed it was marriage 
he had on his mind; was one Reichsminister so different 
from another? If the matter did not turn out to her 
pleasure, I recalled how frantic the affair of Herta had 
made Erik; and this would without doubt make him so 
wild against Goebbels, that I could well expect to see the 
repulsive Propaganda Minister finally removed, or at least 
infinitely demoted. But, after all, that was none of my 
business. My responsibility ended when I secured her pres- 
ence there. I could count on her woman's wit to conduct 
the interview to her entire satisfaction, as well as mine. 

My task was to turn her sentimental nature into my 
ally. And that would come most easily from her regard- 
ing me as in danger. I would not mention his secretary; 
I would say that it was Goebbels himself had talked to 
me; that would be far stronger. I would say that he him- 
self had threatened for me the concentration camp, if not 
the People's Tribunal: he could elaborate that as he chose. 
My one chance, I would report him as saying, would be 
for her to appear as my advocate, and her husband's. 

And then, a brilliant idea occurred to me. I need not 
urge her to go; in fact, the reverse would be far more 
effective — the noble pose, that I would a thousand times 
rather be jailed, tortured, beaten, killed, than have her 
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go. Colossal! I could plead with her not to go — that it 
would break my heart; that I was insane with jealousy, 
as she knew — Ach, it built itself up splendidly, as I 
dressed for the dinner and the evening. Yes, such a role 
would have all the romantic nobility a woman desires in 
her lover. Then she would happily make the supreme sac- 
rifice for me, and all would be well. 

Nor could this, no matter how it turned out, take 
Ulrica too often from me. For, after all, Goebbels already 
had his nights that he must give to Herta; and surely he 
was expected home every so often; the whole world of 
cinema and stage actresses, singers and performers of every 
kind, came before him, and the concentration camps were 
huge, and Germany did not lack its quota of attractive 
wives. Ach, I need not even bother about this. Altogether, 
the thing seemed to be working out to the complete satis- 
faction of all of us. 

As I walked around to the von Arnheim apartment, I 
began to feel more and more sorry for myself. . . . threat- 
ened with imprisonment, torture, perhaps death, even 
before tomorrow's sunset. I had been given only this one 
farewell night. Well, like a man I could stand it — like a 
man I would stand it! Of such stuff heroes are made. I 
doubted if the Leader himself could have faced such an 
ordeal so magnificently. There was a tear in my eye as 
I left the elevator and crossed the hall to press the button 
to her apartment. So it was that I had always prepared 
myself to take the Leader's place — by throwing myself 
heart and soul into the role. And I knew that I would 
not fail this night. 

My face was pale, as I greeted Ulrica. I bent stiffly and 
kissed her warm, soft little fingers, and then I clasped her 
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wildly to my bosom. My lips burned against hers. And 
then I pushed her away, and did not meet her eyes. 

"Ach, but it is marvelous to see you, darling! Did you 
get any more news for me of poor Erik?" 

"I have some news, yes." I finished my glass of sherry 
and bitters before speaking further. "I was summoned in 
to see the Propaganda Minister today." 

"Good! He admitted that he did it? Ach, but why! 
In God's name, why!" 

I shrugged. "He admits nothing. — That he knew of it 
in advance, yes. Something about subversive talk — that 
was all he would say. By Erik and me." I let it fall as 
casually as if she knew it all the time. 

" — And you! What do you mean, Little Adolf!" 

"Ach, but I did not mean to tell that part! He admits 
only that he knows of it; and he will do what he can, as 
soon as he can, he says." 

"But — subversive — about what! — You!" 

I spoke too rapidly to be coherent. "Something about 
the Sudeten," I said. "There can be nothing to what he 
says. Let us forget it." 

"But — you! You mean that the fool claims that you are 
in this, too!" 

"There is the butler, dear, announcing dinner. Do not 
worry; there is nothing to worry about. I see him to- 
morrow. We will talk of this later." 

Throughout dinner I could see how dreadfully worried 
she was. But the butler was in and out, as if he had been 
tipped off in advance to prevent confidences. It was not 
until we had repaired to the living room for coffee and 
liqueurs that she had a chance to question me again. 

She leaned tensely toward me. "Adolf, you've got to 
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talk to me! You're to see him tomorrow, you say? You 
can't mean that he seriously threatens he's going to arrest 
you!" 

"My dear, I did not mean for you to guess. But, if you 
must know, yes. It may be," I spoke very slowly, and my 
voice was aimed inward, as one speaking into a cave with- 
out a back wall, "that this will be the last night I can be 
here with you. He said something about one last night. 
For the one thing he mentioned I told him 'No' to, right 
away." 

"A plot against the Leader, I'll bet! You are to turn 
against him?" Her eyes gleamed strangely. 

"Ach, no! A million million times, no!" 

"But you're talking in riddles! What was this one thing 
he mentioned?" 

"Ach, it is unthinkable. What he indicated was, there 
was talk . . . er, about the Sudeten, that concerned Erik 
alone, that was regarded as subversive; and something 
more than this, that was overheard by some servant here 
and reported, that was said by me as well as by him, 
before you. I told him that never in my life had I dreamed 
of other than complete loyalty to him; that it was a lie; 
that I had not spoken before you; and that I would never 
permit you to visit him, as he requested. So, I ended it. 
I see him tomorrow. We will know, then." 

Ulrica's face went as white as the square of linen 
clenched in her hand. "It was about Herta it was," she 
said, with gasping violence. "Sudeten, ach! It was Herta, 
wasn't it?" 

"Yes," as if wrenched from me. "Yes, darling. I don't 
see how you knew." 
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"And he claims you too said what Erik said — about 
hounding him out of Germany!" 

"And something about strangling with bare hands, also. 
Yes. I received the impression that it was so reported. 
Servants even no one can trust! I did not say it. Let it 
be. Either I convince him, or I fail. I can only do my 
best." 

"But I can convince him! When he hears my account 
of the — Why, you defended him, Little Adolf; I was 
furious with you, for that. Of course, I'll shield Erik as 
much as I can; and he should be hounded out of the 
Reich." She dropped her voice to a whisper, a frightened 
glance studying the empty room, as if she expected eaves- 
droppers everywhere. "But — you. ... I will not let him 
make a martyr out of you, for what Erik said — something 
you didn't agree with, at all!" 

"No," I insisted, face paler than ever. "I will not permit 
it. No. You must not. I forbid you to leave the house 
tomorrow night, and under no circumstances to go near 
the room in the Nonpareil Hotel he designated." I stared 
at her grimly. "I have not forgotten what happened to 
Herta, when she visited him. You, never!" 

It was then that Ulrica saw with terrible swiftness that 
she too was trapped. I cannot guess how far beyond she 
saw in that first chasmed second, before her mind told 
her that what her heart saw could not be true. "That," 
she said. She shuddered. There was a long silence. "No. 
Not that. Anything but that. I have promised you. . . . 
Oh, the dreadful, dreadful swine! I will kill him, first! I 
will kill myself first!" 

"And would that help any of us?" I asked sadly. But 
the idea was planted, I told myself jubilantly. Let it have 
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time to work. "It is only my dreadful fear, darling; I'm 
sure of that." I spoke swiftly. "He spoke only of an inter- 
view, to reconstruct what these servants reported. But I 
forbade it, absolutely. I can at least meet my fate like a 
Nordic and a soldier!" Bravery such as my face glowed 
with deserved at least the Iron Cross with the gold leaves. 

She stared at me as if not seeing me. "I will kill myself, 
before I will do that. — That he should be allowed to live!" 

"Konrad is in one of his concentration camps," I said 
slowly, "and Erik, and Herta spoke of those photographs 
of beatings, and tortures, and corpses not good to see. But 
think of what she went through! No, it is unthinkable. 
Tomorrow, I see him. I have some power of words." I said 
it sadly. "He knows how much I mean to the Leader. I 
will face it alone. I forbid you to see him, even to talk to 
him!" 

"I will see him." Her voice was the lowest string on 
the violin, lost in a mist, moaning all by itself. "Tell him 
so. I will never let you suffer so. And, after, I will kill 
myself." 

"It is forgotten," I said firmly. "I have already burned 
the slip that was handed me." I let my hand slip toward 
my hip pocket. 

"Give it to me," she insisted. 

"I have lost it." 

"Give it to me!" 

I pulled it forth. "But you must burn it, before me!" 

"I will see him," she said, her voice serene. I could see 
the immense love in her heart burning out of her shadowed 
eyes. It was a beautiful sight to see. 

I will grant that there was a rather grisly macabre 
pleasure in the evening and the night that followed. It was 



298 



THE STRANGE DEATH 



unthinkable that he should have any such power; but, 
still, the power was his, and it certainly was the part of 
wisdom to harness it, rather than to oppose it. So the 
Leader himself had told me. And, besides, it was not so 
much she was called on to do. In the old days, when she 
herself worked at the Schwarz Anser, she would not even 
have minded what was asked of her. Amazing, how 
romantic, how sentimental, a woman in love can become! 
And romance, I have observed, at times makes facing 
the realities of life in a factual manner rather difficult. 

At least, my plan about Erik had succeeded with bril- 
liance; how was I to guess that Goebbels would then have 
his different ideas? Over all my protests, Ulrica remained 
determined. So he would not be disappointed. The greatest 
gainer beyond doubt would be myself. It would be more 
than unfortunate if that dossier were ever placed on the 
Leader's desk; toward such things he is very unsympa- 
thetic, especially where they concern men high in the 
Party. His trust in me meant much to me; this would be 
forfeited entirely if he ever read that dossier. It was un- 
thinkable that I should face the loss of this most excellent 
salary I was receiving, and the work I had come to enjoy 
more and more, and even run the risk of actual imprison- 
ment and torture and the Tribunal and Goring's ax: for 
these were usual things to happen in Germany, though so 
far I had run no risk of them. And all for the most natural 
actions in the world, merely responding to a love which 
was mutual and beyond all blame. All great loves had 
been so. 

And now, I would be freed of that danger completely. 
Erik would have his lot lightened. Ulrica would at most 
suffer a momentary embarrassment. The Reichsminister 
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would not go unsatisfied. No one would suffer, and all 
would be set right at last. 

In the dawn, and the night had been more tender than 
any we had ever had, she held me close for a long time, 
staring into my eyes. "I wish you would come again to- 
night for dinner," she said quietly. "The hour will be 
nine o'clock, at the Nonpareil. The . . . interview . . . 
cannot take long. I think I will be back before midnight. 
If not, well, you know how to leave this early, or earlier. 
I would like to know that you are here. I love you. You 
only." 

"I will be here, darling," I assured her proudly. It might 
be a boring evening; but one owes something to a devoted 
woman's whim. There were several of the new books I had 
been promising myself a chance to read, and this would 
be admirable for that purpose. 

And so I was back for dinner, and at a quarter to nine 
I saw her leave. Her face was exquisitely made up, more 
so than usual. So must Herta have gone to him, that first 
night. Strange things happen in Germany. And power is 
power. . . . 

The time passed far more delightfully than I had antici- 
pated. A library to roam through, the new books to 
browse into and one to read, excellent cigars and cigarettes 
and Napoleon brandy from Erik's own stock. . . . 

I was rather startled when I heard the hall door clicking 
open to see from my wristwatch that it was twenty after 
midnight already. How time passes, I have observed! I 
rose to my feet, my eyes all welcome, my arms out- 
stretched, my voice tender. "Ah, darling! So long it has 
seemed!" 

She let her cloak slip unheeded to the floor. "Oh," she 
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said. She let me clasp her to my heart, and my lips fasten 
to hers. She had not repaired her makeup, and her lips 
were not warm. It is difficult to be tender to a woman who 
neglects her appearance so. But the situation was unusual, 
I had to admit to myself. 

She pushed me away finally, and walked over and stared 
at a large chair before sitting in it. "You might give me 
a brandy," she said. 

I poured one for each of us. I lifted my glass to toast 
her. She sipped her drink without responding to my toast. 

"You saw him?" 

"You need not worry, now." It is strange how a voice 
can have weight, like lead, to the ears. "I saw him. You 
will not be arrested." 

"But that is wonderful, darling! You convinced him? 
He was not . . . annoying, was he? As with Herta?" 

"He was not annoying. — You would be arrested to- 
morrow, he said, if I was not nice to him. — Taken before 
the Tribunal. I was Frau Germania, he said; and so he 
must know me better. I told him I would kill myself. He 
said, it makes what difference? But he promised not to jail 
you. So I am here." 

"Why, Ulrica darling, you can't mean that he actually 
demanded the surrender of your virtue as the price of not 
imprisoning me! Darling, I forbade it! I ordered you not 
to go!" 

"Yes. You ordered me not to go. It happened that I 
loved you. I sometimes wonder why. Women are made 
so. No — " As I came close to her, my eyes tender and 
warm, my arms welcoming, "do not touch me tonight. 
Not ever again — tonight." She added the last word hur- 
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riedly. "I am soiled, Little Adolf. — For you. No. Give me 
another brandy." 

The whimsical nature of woman is something I shall 
never cease to marvel over. That ridiculous pose she kept 
up the rest of the evening; nothing could make her alter 
it. I did my best to explain that all that she had done 
she had done for love of me; like Herta's sacrifice. And, 
unlike Herta's, it had succeeded; I was free, I would not 
be arrested, and she had done this. I was so insane with 
fury, with jealousy, I told her, I would go right out now 
and shoot him down like a dog, if she would let me. 
— Why think of him again, she said. So it was that all she 
said was irrational. 

But one thing was clear: she had made up her mind, for 
this night, that I was not to come near her. I told her it 
was all inconsiderate. She sent me home soon after three 
o'clock, never having let me come nearer her than the 
moment she returned. 

"But I'll see you tomorrow?" I insisted. 

"There is no doubt of that." She smiled, but there was 
a strange quality in her smile that was disturbing. "Yes, 
you will see me tomorrow." 

Well, can one argue with a woman's whims? I was as 
tender as was possible, yet all availed nothing. She kissed 
me goodbye, and her lips were not icy now, but warm; 
and yet she made me leave. She let me out of the side 
door herself. It was a very icy night for April, and I 
could see my breath in the light of the street lamps when 
I paused to smoke a fresh cigarette before entering the 
Chancellery. I remember my last thought, before drowsing 
off to sleep, was how whimsical a woman could be, and 
how inconsiderate of what a man desired. 
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I was immensely shocked, reading the morning paper, 
to see her picture on its front page, and only then did I 
see the headlines above it: 

FRAU GERMANIA DIES SUDDENLY 

DURING ABSENCE OF HUSBAND 



Ulrica Diehm, Former Cafe Singer, Married to Reichsminister 
von Arnheim, Loses Life in Unusual Accident 

The story said that she had been cleaning a pistol, due to 
her fear of burglars, during the absence of her husband, 
when it exploded. I knew that there was more in the 
story than this. There was a letter in my box, delivered, 
I found out later, by her sympathetic maid. It had twelve 
words inside: 

I gave you a promise. You will understand. I love you forever. 

U. 

To this day, I cannot be sure whether it was Herr 
Goebbels himself who met her at the Nonpareil, or the 
secretary who had talked to me, or someone else imper- 
sonating the Reichsminister. It is such uncertainties, I 
have observed, that keep life interesting. I determined to 
find out from Herr Goebbels, if he was ever in the right 
mood. But he was not often in the right mood, I have 
observed. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

THE TIDE FLOWS EAST 

THE unfortunate suicide of Ulrica von Arnheim came 
at a most inopportune time for me. For this was the 
frantic spring of 1938 when the Leader's plans were 
maturing so magnificently. The Anschluss was a fact, the 
re-acquisition of the Sudeten was coming closer and closer. 
There were demands on me, naturally, there were demands 
on all of us, calling for our most undisturbed application 
to the cause of the Party and the Fatherland; and no true 
German had a right to add to our difficulties at a time like 
this. Most of all, at such a time, a man needs such relaxa- 
tion as a night with Ulrica could afford. And here, at the 
very moment when I had shrewdly arranged to have our 
relationship made permanent, with Erik completely out 
of the way in protective custody, some woman's whim of 
hers, some mere personal dislike, had wrecked all of my 
careful planning. Naturally, a man wants a woman, and 
not a corpse. The incident, I reflected a little sadly, had 
been a touchstone of how deep her affection for me really 
went. She was not capable of a continuing sacrifice for 
love. Well, all I could do now was to forgive her. Women 
are as they are made, and the cool keen wind of logic 
rarely blows through their overpersonalized minds. 

The Reichsminister for Propaganda and Public Enlight- 
enment took charge of the funeral himself, which I 
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thought was extremely considerate of him. Yet was she 
not officially Frau Germania, whose untimely accidental 
death had shocked all the Reich? I had to admire the im- 
pressive ceremonies he planned for the occasion, as an 
inspiration to all other German women to rise as high in 
the esteem of the Reich. As we two rode back together 
from the ceremonies, I told him so. He said he was sin- 
cerely grateful for my appreciation. 

"She was a very beautiful woman," I said slowly. "She 
deserved such a funeral." 

"Admirable," he said, eyeing me slyly. "I wish I had 
known her better." 

It was difficult to say what I had to say next. "On one 
occasion, in your office, I was shown a certain dossier about 
myself, by one of your secretaries. Purely personal. That is 
all forgotten, I trust?" 

"But of course, Little Adolf! After all, your offense, if 
it be called such, was merely a commendable personal 
interest in a pair of pretty legs; a feeling any of us might 
have shared. There was nothing in the slightest degree 
savoring of disloyalty to the Leader, the Party, or to me. 
I will be frank, I cannot say as much about von Arnheim 
and his wife, who certainly took a subversive attitude 
toward the welfare of Germany in the matter growing out 
of the imprisonment of Konrad Fuchs. I have been assured 
that she expressed opinions quite as disloyal as her hus- 
band; and, if that's so, perhaps she's luckier off as it is. 
But our problem now is the husband. If this imprisonment 
can bring him to his senses, we can use him still. If not, 
well — accidents happen." He smiled again, and I was glad 
that the smile was not directed against me. 

Within a week, it was the Leader himself who brought 
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up the matter of von Arnheim. It was Ribbentrop, 
Goebbels, and I that he had in conference late in April. 
"Well, we are moving," he said, half glumly. "We've 
promised personal protection to the Sudetens, and sug- 
gested autonomy for them. We've got Premier Hodza 
squawking that he doesn't want any foreign interference; 
he says it is as absurd as if he were to suggest autonomy 
for 86th Street, New York City, where the Czechs live 
and have their shops. France has blustered that she will 
march if Czechoslovakia is invaded; Litvinov has said that 
Russia will move, if France moves first. Mere fly-buzzing, 
isn't it?" 

"Wasps, pretending to be hornets," said Ribbentrop 
smilingly. "And Chamberlain has brayed out that, if there 
is a war, it may not be possible to localize it. But that 
means only that he is afraid of bombing raids over 
London." 

"And Henlein has agreed to announce his Karlsbad 
demands, which they cannot accept — full autonomy for 
the Germans in the Sudeten, as full Nazis; and a demand 
that they accept us as protector, instead of Paris, Moscow 
and foggy London." 

"They will have to, sooner or later," said the Leader 
seriously. "Now, next month, we will have a plebiscite. 
But opinion is not quite free there; there might be an 
anti-Nazi majority. So, a little rioting, during the voting 
— and a swift mobilization for a Blitzkrieg* which will 
win the matter for us, unless the Czechs mobilize in time." 

"Goring wants to fight anyhow," pointed out Goebbels. 

"Why fight, when it is ours without fighting?" I asked. 

"Admirable, Little Adolf! But I tell you I need von 

* Lightning-war. 
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Arnheim again. He can speak these bastard foreign lan- 
guages; thank God I never wasted my brain learning any- 
thing but good German! And he has a brain. Either he is 
straightened out by now, or he might just as well go before 
the Tribunal." 

Goebbels promised to do his best, and gave orders to 
have von Arnheim brought up from Brandenburg where 
he was being detained. Moreover, he asked me to have a 
preliminary talk with him, and sound out the precise 
present state of his attitude toward Goebbels and the 
government. "If he's too bitter, well, nothing but the 
Tribunal. A man cannot let personal antipathies enter 
into his duty to the Party and the Reich." He beamed 
complacently. "You can expect him to be annoyed about 
his wife, Little Adolf; God knows what sort of wild stories 
he has heard, which may involve you, or me, or even both 
of us. Well, it was an accident, no? You stick to that. 
With him away, she developed an anxiety neurosis about 
burglars, hein?" 

"I'll do more, Herr Reichsminister," I said, realizing 
how I could gain favor with him. "It's always best to meet 
an issue fairly, no? He is bound to hear rumors, sooner or 
later; about me, at least; and perhaps about you. When 
your office had that immense dossier on me and Ulrica, 
how could he know nothing?" 

Goebbels shrugged. "The whole world knows every 
detail of an adultery; the husband never suspects, unless 
he is sent an engraved invitation to the bedding. But he 
will hear, now, since you practically moved into his apart- 
ment the moment he disappeared." 

"All that I will admit," I said smilingly. "It was all to 
protect her, no? And an effort to scheme his release, en- 
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tirely loyal to him. He will believe me, because he wants 
to. But I have more than that in mind. What went on in 
life will not bother him so much now, as what caused her 
death. There will be rumors. We want no suspicion about 
that last night, no? And so, I tell him it is absolutely a 
lie that she went out and saw you or anyone else that 
night; that I stayed with her until almost three o'clock, 
every minute, talking over every possible means of getting 
him free; and then went home, and the accident happened 
within half an hour. "Will it do the work, you think?" 

"An admirable alibi, Little Adolf," he smiled. "Make it 
satisfy him. If not, there is always the People's Tribunal. 
Probe out every inch of his soul, too; we have no room 
for traitors to me in the Party." 

"I'll do it, Herr Reichsminister," I said proudly. "I have 
done some espionage work already; it is a form of Party 
work I especially like. I'll try to bring him to a more 
reasonable attitude of mind toward the Herta Fuchs matter 
too. After all, I myself interviewed her one night; and I 
found her so subversive, so unsympathetic, that I came to 
the conclusion that whatever you had done to her was no 
doubt deserved discipline." 

He nodded. "After all," he smiled, "what is a woman 
for? Well, tomorrow you see von Arnheim." 

He showed me, before I left, the headlines that had just 
come in from the Sudeten Party papers: 

SAVAGE HORSEWHIPPING OF SUDETEN 
DEPUTY BY BESTIAL CZECH 

and tapped the paper with firm fingers, his eyes small and 
beady. "For that, we proceed. It is the last straw." 

I read into the story and looked up at him in astonish- 
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merit. "But this case was in the morning papers! It is the 
case of the Deputy who insulted the government officer, 
grossly, while drunk, and was merely slapped for it!" 

Goebbels shrugged. "Not in history, after my Propa- 
ganda representatives handled the story so. History, Little 
Adolf, is what we write, and men believe. The chief 
error is to let the mere facts influence you. The welfare 
of the Reich must always be the prime consideration." 

This was so obvious that I nodded agreement and left 
him. 

For all that von Arnheim was still in custody, the way 
was smoothed for a frank talk between us, by the with- 
drawal of all guards from the warden's room in the Berlin 
military prison where he had been brought. When they 
marched him in, the first moment I did not recognize him, 
so old and white and worn he looked. 

"Ach, dear friend," I said to him, "how well you are 
looking!" 

He took my hand, but his greeting was broken by a 
grinding, racking cough that seemed to shudder to the 
very depths of his frame. All during our talk this cough 
came as a macabre punctuation. It spoke of death hanging 
close over him, unless his case deserved that we do some- 
thing for him. 

"How did they treat you, Erik?" I inquired. 

"Ulrica," he interrupted me at once. "What really hap- 
pened? I know nothing, except that she is dead, and of her 
funeral, where Goebbels spoke." His eyes looked starved 
for what I had to say. 

"I will tell you everything," I said to him frankly. 
"For I alone know. First of all, there are vile rumors afloat 
— as about everything in Germany. You know how a 
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censorship makes people suspect every story that is printed, 
and manufacture the most absurd and exaggerated ac- 
counts, even when the simple truth has been told. It was 
a dreadful accident, of course. But many things called 
accidents happen in Germany; and so the sensation-mad 
mind leaped to the conclusion that this was like that, too. 
"What did they do, in this case? Well, word of the story 
Herta Fuchs has told too widely had spread around as 
gossip; so what more simple to claim that it was Ulrica 
who had been visiting Goebbels, and was his mistress, in- 
stead of her sister!" 

"But that is absurd," he worried. "She herself told it all 
to Ulrica. We know the facts. Had she even seen 
Goebbels?" 

"That is the silliest part of it," I continued mournfully. 
"She had me try to arrange it; but he refused to see her! 
Too busy, I suppose, with this Sudeten matter keeping all 
of us so busy that there is not time even for sleep. — He 
would see her as soon as he could squeeze in half an hour, 
he told me to tell her; she had to be content with that. 
It was that we talked about, that last night; there must 
be some way, we knew, that she could get to him, or 
Goring, or even the Leader himself. We would have ar- 
ranged it, somehow, sooner or later; and then — this ghastly 
accident." 

"You think it was really an accident?" His eyes probed 
my face. 

"What else could it have been? She was Frau Germania, 
remember, beloved by everyone in Germany. She had no 
enemy. When I left her that night, she was discouraged, 
yes; but there was hope ahead. She was nervous, yes, from 
what had happened to you, to Konrad. I should have spent 
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the night there," I said mournfully. "I did, the first two 
nights after you disappeared, she was so dreadfully 
nervous." Suddenly it came to me, how brilliant to tell 
this much of the truth! "She herself half suggested it, 
that third night; but I had to appear for the Leader in a 
procession the next day, and I was too selfish. If I had 
stayed, she might never have tinkered trying to load that 
pistol, and would be alive today." 

"You were my friend, throughout it all," he said, deeply 
moved by the simple story of those days. "And I, all I 
could hear was that she had been buried. "Well, that is over. 
She died," he said it sorrowfully, "because I was not there 
to protect her. I was not there to protect her, because I 
raised my voice. This you do not know, Little Adolf." He 
stared at me earnestly. "I know I may trust you to the 
end. My butler reports to the Gestapo — I found proof of 
it, one day. I went to him and told him what I had dis- 
covered, and said I'd rather have a spy I was sure of, than 
one who was uncertain. Who in Germany is not a spy, 
these days? And so, that night, when we were talking 
about Herta and what had happened to her, I raised my 
voice, in some loose talk about what I intended to do; 
and so . . . Brandenburg." 

"It was loose talk, then? You mean it, my friend? You 
did not mean all you said then?" I watched him earnestly. 
This would be agreeable music to Goebbels' ear! And, 
much as I detested him, he still meant power. As long as 
he had that dossier about me, there was much wisdom in 
loyalty to him. 

"No. I've had time to think things over. There was one 
man responsible for what happened to me. I will kill that 
man, yet." 
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I kept my face rigid; but my heart jumped. Ach God, 
was it possible he knew what 7 had done — or even sus- 
pected it? In that case, I must certainly report to Goebbels 
that he was entirely subversive and intransigent. But I 
kept my voice steady, and found out it was not I. It was 
not for four months that I found out what man he really 
meant; and he paid it back with death. But I will admit 
then a most uncomfortable moment. I spoke: "You cannot 
mean Herr Goebbels!" 

"No, not the Tainted One,* not the negroid Nordic 
dwarf, as his Nordic scientists have classified him. Not he. 
It is I myself, for talking too loosely and too loud. Each 
man kills himself in the end, by some intemperance, or 
some carelessness, or by letting the worn engine slip one 
cog. Not soon, though. Though, if I have much more of 
this imprisonment . . ." 
"In confidence, dear friend, how did they treat you?" 
He shrugged. "I am alive. Brandenburg is not as bad 
as Orienburg; they all say that, dear friend. But it is bad 
enough. How can words describe it? To eat slop that pigs 
would vomit at. Breakfast, each day we survived, dry 
bread and a cup of chicory. But even Germany has its 
coffee ration. So. Lunch, some slop called soup. Dinner, a 
bite of condemned sausage, or a little square of mouldy 
cheese or salted fish, usually spoiled. Horsemeat would 
have been a treat. Infinite filth. . . . Burlap bags filled 
with straw to he on. Lice, bedbugs. . . . Three times a 
day, let out in squads to the filthy hall that was the latrine, 
with a gross guard shrieking out, 'Quick, you bastards! 
Three minutes to defecate, one minute to urinate!' — and 
then one minute more each to dump his pot, flush it out, 

* So many of the Ministry referred in private to Goebbels. 
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fill it with water again. We made our own foul beds. 
German gymnastics for an hour — at my age, and well and 
sick beaten to do everything in perfect rhythm! We were 
made to roll in the dirt, to toughen us. I did not have to 
root out the grass with my teeth, as the Jews were re- 
quired to do; but I had to suffer while I saw it being done 
to them. And one sullen look called forth a steel rod or 
a rubber truncheon flailing against the abdomen; or some 
gross brute of a jailer, often drunk, having the prisoner 
held down while he danced on his abdomen and kidneys 
with his heavy heels. I was not beaten; plenty were. I have 
seen them carried out to be buried afterward. The Jews 
— no indignity too vile to inflict on them: jailers spitting 
in their mouths, in their food and drink, or fouling these 
worse. . . . And death even to protest — Ach God, Little 
Adolf, they are men too! Have we of Germany forgotten 
that? They were mistreated without ceasing — forced to 
amuse the rest of us — forced to strip and go through the 
most ghastly perversions alone and together before us. 
— Men, as we are men. Or has this thing made us somehow 
less than men? I do not know. Me, I was not beaten. But 
my soul was beaten; and I do not know if I would come 
out alive, if once again I am returned to that prison." 

"Erik, dear friend, what you tell me tears me to the 
heart. You know how close I am to the Leader — to all 
the Ministry, who woo me to get to the Leader's ear. What 
if I pledge you this — that I will risk my freedom, in insist- 
ing either that you be turned loose, or that I be jailed too! 
What may I say to them your attitude will be, if you are 
wholly freed — and it is announced that your arrest was all 
a mistake?" 

He considered me a long time. "It would save my life, 
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of course. Can one have less than all gratitude for that? 
As to my attitude, well, why was I jailed? Because hot- 
headedly I said a word that should have been left unsaid 
against the Minister for Propaganda. ... I am to blame. 
If by the Leader's grace I am freed, I will serve the party 
as I always have. I can promise no more." 

I clasped his hand jubilantly. "Then it is both of us in 
jail, from now on, or you free as I am free! Within the 
hour, if word of mine can achieve it, you will be brought 
before them, and freed! Only, if it is only before 
Goebbels," I warned him, "it might be sympathetic if you 
said you were convinced that the suggestion that he had 
done anything improper to Herta was a gross libel, in- 
vented to scandalize the administration." 

He shrugged. "I live, if I am free; I will not survive, if 
I have to endure that again. I am not so young now. Do 
you think I will not watch my words? Besides, he is not 
the man really responsible. I will not forget." I shuddered 
again, but he spoke on. "One man only visited me in 
prison. A Reichswehr captain, who said he knew you. He 
sent word for you to be ready; that it would not be long." 

My cheeks flushed. "But what did he mean? And who 
was he?" 

Erik shrugged. "I tell all I know. I thought you would 
understand." 

I let it pass at this. And so it was that Erik von Arnheim 
was restored to the service of the Party and the Reich. 
Goebbels told me the very next day that I had again been 
of distinct service to the cause; for the Leader was most 
anxious to use von Arnheim, in the ticklish negotiations 
leading to the joining of the stolen German Sudeten to 
the Reich again. 
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"He was surprisingly admirable in his apology," smiled 
the little vulture-faced gnome. "He had suffered a com- 
plete change of heart, he said. How could he be blamed 
for a sudden loss of temper, when he had been misled into 
believing that the arrest of Konrad Fuchs was unjustified? 
Yet he assured me, he said, that all the stories connecting 
me with Herta or his wife were scandalous libels. He only 
regretted that I had not been able to see Ulrica and do 
more for her; and he pledged me his personal support 
henceforth, as well as the undying devotion he had always 
given to the Leader, the Party, and the Reich. You did 
excellently, Little Adolf. You will be a famous diplomat 
yet!" 

And so the whole matter ended splendidly for all of 
us, except impetuous Ulrica, and one other. But that part 
was still hidden in the near future. I did not then realize 
that, in releasing von Arnheim, I had indeed taken a step 
toward my own world greatness that would have been 
unbelievable to me then. But it is so that life's pattern 
functions. I have observed that simple devotion to duty, 
as witness my actions in this matter, often harvests an 
unexpected reward. I have observed, too, that rewards 
ultimately must be weighed in more than one set of scales. 
But this, too, is life. 

Meanwhile, our eyes again were all cast to the east. 



OF ADOLF HITLER 315 



CHAPTER XXirt 

THE FLOOD TIDE RISES 

FOUR or five of us stood with the Leader in the ante- 
room at Niirnberg at that all-important Party- 
Congress of September, 1938. Our car came first; but the 
Leader had to have his throat sprayed, as usual, for the 
speech to come. Goring, wearing so many medals he looked 
as if he were in mail, swaggered in with his party; after 
him scuttled Goebbels and the Propaganda representatives. 
"Good morning, Shrimp," Goring sneered. 
"How goes it, Doubleguts?" smiled Goebbels pleasantly. 
Here was the Leader himself, strung tense like a cross- 
bow ready to shoot. "Well, my friends, what do we tell 
Germany, today?" 

"Tell them we apologize for not having gone to war 
yet," blustered Goring. "We march tomorrow!" 

"Tell them Germany is so powerful, no enemy will face 
her," said Goebbels swiftly. "Our maneuvers will be first 
east, and then west; and every step adds a foot to the 
Reich!" 

Von Arnheim smiled. In this tension over the Sudeten 
and the foreign policy, ever since he had been released 
he had seemed to hover over the leader, as if to shield him 
with his wings. "Let's say everything but what we mean," 
he smiled. "Don't remind the world that England is our 
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best ally; that Lord Runciman in Prague has urged par- 
tition for Czechoslovakia, speaking of 'rectifying' the 
frontiers. That's too important to talk about." 

Ribbentrop, close beside him, nodded. He felt stronger 
with von Arnheim at his side once more. "They're expect- 
ing war, Herr Hitler. They've all noticed the coincidence 
that it's the month for our maneuvers, with a million and 
a half men under arms, and a quarter of a million work- 
men strengthening the Siegfried Line. They expect war. 
Czechoslovakia's mobilized; but that isn't a good mouth- 
ful. France is entrenched in the Maginot Line, and the 
reserves called to the colors. The English fleet steamed into 
the German Ocean — but what is that but a gesture? War 
or peace, it is in your hands to decide, Leader. Germany 
wins, either way!" 

He considered our faces earnestly, and smiled, like a sun 
emerging from behind clouds. He strode out on the 
tribune, while assembled Germany rose as one man to the 
salute and the hail. His hand won quiet at last. "Ger- 
many," his voice thundered, to the vast crowd, to the 
world tensely listening beyond, "will kneel to no power on 
earth. Heil Hitler!" 

It was almost impossible to keep them quiet now; but 
he did it. "The German Reich today faces a disgrace that 
we should have extirpated many years ago. The thieving 
democratic nations are impotent in the face of Germany's 
might today. We will not permit the Reich to be plun- 
dered further, or raped again! Constant plundering 
irritates, and rape grows monotonous. The Judaized 'demo- 
cratic' state that preceded our government let itself be 
blackmailed for fifteen years; we have ended that forever. 
We will no longer let an integral part of the German 
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Reich, the Sudeten, be further violated by the mongrel 
democratic hordes of Czechoslovakia! 

"My friends," his voice was a trumpet now, "God never 
created the three and a half million Germans there to be 
plundered, tortured, ravished and outraged by the seven 
and a half million Czechs there! We will at once end this 
humiliation and oppression, in the name of the superior 
Nordic race! This has ceased to be a battle of words; from 
now on, it will be war — war to restore a violated right! 
With rejuvenated Italy standing beside rejuvenated Ger- 
many, there is no power on earth that can stop us! Heil 
Hitler!" 

During the tense days that followed, I noticed that von 
Arnheim hovered over the Leader more than ever, as if 
to protect him even more than Bruckner ever had from 
some ambiguous danger that menaced. We were at Der 
Berghof at Bechtesgaden, all of us, when word came that 
Chamberlain himself would fly from Heston aerodrome to 
us, to receive instructions from the Leader himself. It was 
colossal, summoning the rulers of the world to approach 
our throne and receive our will! 

As we were going in to the final conference, Erik drew 
me aside, and nodded, smiling coldly, toward the man 
beside him. "I want you to meet my new aide, Captain 
von Wulle, Zeit. He is heart and soul in the fight for a 
rejuvenated Germany." 

He was a Reichswehr captain, tall, with piercing blue 
eyes, and with his cloak still swirled around him. We gave 
the salutes, and I spoke formal words of pleasure. Three 
times before I had seen this man, and each time after some 
threat to the Leader's life. And now, to find him trusted 
high in the Party — it was astounding! "A new convert?" 
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I asked. For there are more and more of them; if they are 
to remain in Germany, there must be. 

"No," smiled Erik, "his work has been more confi- 
dential hitherto. Germany's aims are in the open, now." 

"Heil Hitler!" I said. It seemed the only answer to any- 
thing, in Germany. 

In the conference, we stood back and watched the 
nervous English merchant receive his orders, and protest 
a little, and bow and scrape assent at the end. — All the 
Sudeten to be ceded to the Reich, and all other areas with 
more than half Germans; plebiscites in all other areas with 
German nationals; Czechoslovakia to divorce herself from 
England and France as allies, and to be neutralized; and 
a forever guarantee by the democratic nations of the recti- 
fied frontiers. In the end, the merchant premier thanked 
the Leader for his friendliness, and went back, promising 
to secure us the consent of France. 

We drove back to Berlin, to let Chamberlain and 
Daladier and Bonnet convey our will to no-longer-to-be- 
feared Czechoslovakia. 

In the Chancellery, von Arnheim summed it up for the 
Leader. "The rest is simple. They will ask for the Hague 
Court; good servant Chamberlain will say, Accept, or a 
war of extermination, in which you stand alone! The Pope 
will sob that they are mistreated; was he ever less than a 
thousand years behind the times? Benes must resign, and 
little one-eyed General Sirovy will take his place; and then 
good servant Chamberlain will fly back, to say bis work is 
done." 

"We were entitled to a war," insisted Goring. "We have 
not yet had one." 

The Leader smiled softly. "Who knows? They give so 
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much, they will give more! He will come back. We will 
greet him at Godesberg this time; let him tour Germany 
on these errands. And this time, von Arnheim, I give him 
a headache! They will give more." 
"Bravo, Herr Reichskanzler!" 

But I was most interested in watching the occasional 
looks that he and Captain von Wulle exchanged. I could 
not reconcile myself that von WuIIe was welcomed here 
in the Chancellery. I knew enough of agent provocateurs, 
and it might be that on these previous occasions he had 
been merely testing my loyalty. But it was carrying a test 
a long way to shoot at the Leader as part of it. I decided 
that a talk with Erik would be of value. 

But where was one to secure time for a private talk, 
in those mad days and nights? So it was we whirled down 
to Godesberg, and we heard how cordially the English 
premier was greeted this time. "Practical men like you and 
I, Herr Chamberlain," smiled the Leader, "realize that 
Czechoslovakia is no nation, but a mongrel buffer state 
created by the Versailles Treaty, to cripple Germany for- 
ever; and we, in our manhood, are thwarting that mur- 
derous intention. You have brought with you the full 
acceptance of the government at Prague? Good! And now, 
to explain my terms a little clearer, — " And then he leaned 
forward, and said what he and Ribbentrop and von 
Arnheim had decided: a thousand miles more of territory 
than asked before; an eight day limit for unaccepting 
Czechs to move out of these reunited parts of the Reich; 
and a surrender of all munitions, rolling stock, radio and 
utility services, foods, cattle, raw materials, freight instal- 
lations, everything, in the surrendered areas. 
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The Englishman turned very white when the Leader 
had ended. "But if they say no — " 

"Then, we march! Good day, my good friend!" His 
face beamed with stern kindness. "You might say that this 
is the last German territorial design on Europe." It was 
only after Chamberlain left that we all sat around and 
laughed till our bellies ached at this joke. 

"This time," said Goring, "maybe we get our war, no?" 

"We would have a war," said von Arnheim coldly, "if 
We had no air fleet. It will come closer, this time. We will 
mobilize, and drink beer; England will stay up all night 
digging trenches against bombing in every park, every 
man's little garden." 

"We will mobilize, and dine at the nightclubs; England 
will drink her afternoon tea in gasmasks. There will be 
no war." 

It was the 26th, when the Leader made his magnificent 
speech at the Sports Palace. We were an army, now, every 
one of us in full uniform. Actual fighting had broken out 
in Habersparirk, in the Sudeten, with more than a thou- 
sand fighting on each side. France had started to yield; 
then Russia had said her Communist word, that she 
marched if France did, and France vacillated again. But 
the English papers hailed Hitler as the greatest German 
of all times. 

I handed him, as he was about to enter for this great 
speech, this English editorial translated by me, and also a 
message from President Roosevelt translated by me. All 
he said was that endless talk would always prevent wars. 
If it was endless, yes; but how boring! "You may ignore 
both of them, Herr Hitler," I suggested. 

He smiled, and patted my shoulder. One by one he let 
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the others enter first, to receive tremendous ovations. . . . 
Goring, Ribbentrop, even waspish little Goebbels. Then 
came Prince August Wilhelm, son of the old Kaiser, in a 
Nazi Reichswehr uniform, giving the Nazi salute and the 
"Heil Hitler!" Did the world seek to see the foul old order 
changed, and the humble soul of the people ruling? Look 
in every land on earth, but most in the greatest of all, 
the German Reich! A wandering Austrian artist, a 
Bavarian corporal, the most powerful man on earth! So 
it is today. 

The Leader entered. He turned without words, and his 
hand leapt upward to the great legend over the platform: 

SUDETEN GERMANS, WE WILL NEVER DESERT YOU! 

It was a magnificent oration in itself. He hushed them 
tensely. "My friends, it is not a Leader or a man who 
speaks, but the entire German people! We despise all the 
democracies, for they are impotent while thousands are 
massacred. With Italy standing man to man at our side, 
and every German united as one, there is but one answer 
to be made: Germany's every demand must be granted! 
President Roosevelt has again asked us to talk and talk 
and talk and talk and talk. We have spoken our final word. 
Will it be peace, or war? Let Czechoslovakia decide! We 
are ready, and will win in either eventuality! Heil Hitler!" 

On the morning of the 28th, the capital of the world 
was clearly the Chancellery dominating the Wilhelm- 
-strasse. Yet already surveyors were swarming all along the 
Voss Strasse and the two adjoining streets, setting stakes 
for the demolitions that would lead to the new Chan- 
cellery, the greatest building in the world. So Germany 
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builds ever the future while the present is still being made. 

Here the Leader, von Ribbentrop, and von Arnheim 
received the supplications of the entire world, and 
answered them as was their imperial will. All night long 
the divisions had passed through the capital, aimed for the 
Siegfried line on the western Rhine frontier, or for the 
little ant's nest of Czechoslovakia that we might have to 
smash forever tomorrow. All day long our gigantic Sieg- 
frieds strode in and out — waddling old Field Marshal 
Goring, General Keitel, General Brauchitsch, Admiral 
Raedar, army lords and navy lords. 

Von Arnheim tossed a dispatch over before the Leader, 
eyes intent on Goring's plan for immediate occupation of 
all Czechoslovakia. "England sees that every man does her 
duty," he chuckled. "Chamberlain has just announced that 
Czechoslovakia is too insignificant for England to fight 
over!" 

"Bravo! Heil Hitler!" 

Here was the Italian ambassador, with a desperate plea 
from II Duce. The Leader had at first named October ist 
for the attack; he had advanced this to today. Would he 
not grant the obstinate Czechs twenty-four hours more! 

The Leader looked up at me, with a tired wink. He 
turned to the interpreter. "Tell his Excellency I am always 
at his service. It will be so." 

The English ambassador, the French ambassador, came 
with their desperate pleas: the democracies offering any- 
thing to prevent the war. The Leader gave them what they 
were entitled to, no more. 

At last he leaned back happily, with a complacent smile 
at the group of us. "Now it is time for my little circus to 
begin. The trained seals will jump through the hoops, no? 
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Ribbentrop, take Zeit in with you. He understands that 
damned English language. If you two want to hear Cham- 
berlain blubber when my message reaches him . . ." 

We two hurried into an anteroom, where a radio was 
blaring out the session of the House of Commons in Lon- 
don. Yes, this was Chamberlain's voice coming over. I had 
heard him talk at Berchtesgaden, the first time we gave 
him an audition; and again at Godesberg, where he was 
so much chummier and so aghast at what the Leader 
had said. Blah — blah — blah . . . world catastrophe . . . 
agreement in principle already established. . . . Wouldn't 
Mussolini restrain the Reichskanzler. . . . And then, a 
sudden abrupt hush. The voice of the announcer coming 
over: "The Prime Minister has just been handed a memo- 
randum by Sir John Simon ... a letter." And now again 
Chamberlain's voice: "I have one thing more to inform 
the House. I have just been notified by the Fiihrer that 
he has invited to meet him tomorrow morning in Munich 
Signor Mussolini, M. Daladier and myself. Signor Musso- 
lini has signified his acceptance, and beyond question M. 
Daladier will do so, too. Gentlemen, I need not tell you 
what my answer will be: I will go to see what one last 
effort can do to preserve the peace of the world!" As his 
voice came over the air, it was choked with sobs. The 
announcer's voice picked up the story. . . . Chamberlain 
sitting down, tears streaming down his face. . . . "Wild 
cheers, shouts, weeping, waving of paper from the staid 
M. P.'s: a scene unprecedented in the House of Com- 
mons. . . . Such is a democracy's reaction to any chance 
to avoid a war they have pledged themselves to fight! 
Ribbentrop smiled brilliantly at me. "Go tell the Leader 
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they are weeping with rapture that Hitler mercifully gives 
the world one day more of peace! Heil Hitler!" 

The Leader heard me with a tense smile on his strained 
face. "Good, good," he applauded. "They will learn. Von 
Arnheim," turning swiftly to the minister hovering for- 
ever so close above him, "send word to Munich that no 
envoy of any sort from Czechoslovakia will be allowed to 
near our conference hall, until we are ready for them. 
This is not their business, yet! Remind them," his nostrils 
sneered, "that this is today their great holiday, Marsaryk 
Day; warn them not to eat too much of the goose, for 
we will share the meal tomorrow. And then back swiftly, 
for word to the Italian ambassador. . . ." *' 

Just as we had finished our mad preparations for the 
ride down to Munich, we were called in to hear Prague o.n 
the air. "Another sell-out," was the burden of the whole 
broadcast. 

"So it is, when one deals with democracies," smiled 
Hitler. 

Naturally we had to leave in the early afternoon, to 
have dinner as desired at the Braune Haus. For the night, 
the Leader's party, all the members of the cabinet and 
their immediate suites, would of course be at the Conti- 
nental. The Leader would have the royal suite of course; 
Von Ribbentrop, von Arnheim, and the rest of the Foreign 
Office group would be on the same floor; Goring and the 
army authorities and Goebbels and the Propaganda repre- 
sentatives on the floor above; and so on up. The rank and 
file could eat at the Cafe Heck in the Ludwigstrasse, and 
sleep at the Alpine and the Greater Bavaria Hotels. All 
was planned, as the fleet of cars drew up before the Chan- 
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cellery, the cavalcade that was to move the capital of the 
world from Berlin to Munich for one day- 
Just as I was about to step into the fourth car, where 
the Leader sat tensely with Ribbentrop, the Italian am- 
bassador gesticulating through the car window at him, the 
Leader snapped his fingers at me. "Heil Hitler! Herr Zeit, 
take at once this memorandum to von Arnheim — the 
ninth car. And hurry back!" 
"Heil Hitler!" 

This car I found where the fleet of cars turned beside 
the building into the broad avenue. "Heil Hitler! Ach, 
Erik, for you! The Leader says — " 

"Heil Hitler! Herr Zeit," he spoke swiftly, "you know 
Captain von Wulle, my aide. This is Herr Klass. He has 
just returned fromvSPeru. But thanks. . . ." His eyes fell 
to perusal of the memorandum. 

"Heil Hitler!" I raced back to the Leader's car. But 
my eyes were troubled. Captain von Wulle smoked his 
cigarette in his left hand. It reminded me too much of 
times when I had seen him before. . . . That midnight 
visit when I was recovering from the poisoning taken in- 
stead of the Leader ... in the fog that second time I 
met him, as I came out at dawn from the von Arnheim 
apartment ... on the landing in the Kaisferhof, when 
the shot was fired that had missed the Leader. . . . And 
this Klass, I did not like his nose. But it was of course 
impossible. . . . 

The Leader had the door open for me, when I returned 
at top speed. Von Ribbentrop, the Italian ambassador, 
were gone. "Quick please, my friend," he smiled at me. 
His voice trumpeted to the marshal of the cavalcade: 
"Forward, to Germany triumphant! Heil Hitler!" 
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"Forward! Heil Hitler!" 
"Forward! Heil Hitler!" 

So it was flung forward, man to man, to the chauffeur 
of the foremost car. The motors of all of them were alive. 
The chauffeur of the first car gave the Nazi automobile 
salute: "Honk bonk-hoakl" This was recognized as the 
mechanized "Heil Hitler!" the length and breadth of the 
Reich. Each car in line responded: "Honk honk-hoakl" 
like a vast flock of patriotic geese. 

The traffic officers screamed "Heil Hitler!" Everyone 
lined along the avenue, the massed clerks and underlings 
on the Chancellery steps, with hearts broken because they, 
too, could not go along, all screamed "Heil Hitler!" The 
very sparrows seemed to jitter aloud "Cheep cheep-cheepl" 
as if Heil-Hitlering too. One of them, flying above our 
car, with an upward flirt of his tail, dropped a swift salute 
on the fresh-polished radiator hood. 

"God damned bastard," muttered the chauffeur. 

"Heil Hitler!" "Honk honk-hoakl" "Cheep cheep- 
cheepl" 

We were off, to save the world's civilization, by realizing 
at last the superior Nordic ideal. 

But. . . . What was that murderous Reichswehr cap- 
tain doing in von Arnheim's car, closer and closer to the 
Leader every day? And who was this strange Herr Klass, 
with the Talmud nose, backed into the darkest part of 
the seat beside him? 

The Leader laid his hand on my lap. "Little Adolf," he 
said softly, "it was in Munich that I first found the Ger- 
man world. It was in Munich that I founded the Party, 
and started Germany on her rehabilitation as the greatest 
power in the world. It is fitting that it is in Munich that 
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we go now to complete the achievement of the dream of 
the German soul. Heil Hitler!" 

"But naturally, my Leader," I said. "Heil Hitler!" 

"Honk honk-hoakV 

"Cheep cheep-cheepl" 

And so we started out. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 

DEATH IN MUNICH 

THERE were nine of us who sat down to dinner in the 
royal suite of the Continental that night. I had 
understood that we were all to have eaten at the Braune 
Haus. No, that was for the rank and file; not for the inner 
group that ran Germany and the world. There was the 
Leader; five of the Ministers, Goring, Goebbels, von Rib- 
ben trop, von Arnheim, and Hess; myself; and in addition 
von Arnheim's new aide, Captain von Wulle, and 
Bruckner, the Leader's devoted Adjutant. 

Schaub was detailed to duty in the kitchen, where the 
dinner was being prepared; there were of course also Black- 
shirts here, there, everywhere. But just as we were waiting 
for the Leader himself to appear, Schaub signalled me aside 
to his room, and closed the door. "Come out, Trudy," he 
demanded, his voice chuckling. 

Out stepped an utterly demoralizing blonde beauty, 
laughing-eyed, giggling. "Wicked one," she laughed. 

"Look what / captured, Zeit! "Would you believe that 
the Leader's special chef tonight is married to all this 
prettiness!" He sat on the bed and pulled her down on his 
lap. "Ach, can't you duck the first few courses and enjoy 
this as an appetizer?" 

He rolled her over face down, and bunched up her 
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skirts. Evidently he had already reached much of an under- 
standing with her. "The naughty little bitch wanted to 
postpone me until tomorrow morning!" 

If anything could have tempted me, that vision would. 
There is nothing so beautiful in the world, I have ob- 
served, as the rump of a German woman. It is the rump 
of the cow, I have observed, that is the object of major 
interest to the bull; and to the stallion it is the rump of 
the mare, and so with all animals. Never was to me so 
poignant the inconvenience of being the double to a man 
blind to such obvious beauty. 

He gave to each rear cheek a loving pop with his strong 
hand, and rolled her over. "Well, you say what?" 

"Ach, if I can, later! Save her for me. But I would be 
sent to the People's Tribunal if I was not on hand in my 
seat for the soup. Auf wiedersehen, you lucky bastard!" 
She was burrowing into his neck, and giggling invitingly 
at me. I gave her one kiss, as he held her, and hurried 
back to the dining room. 

They were sitting down, as I entered. The Leader's face, 
I noticed, shone brilliantly, triumphantly; gone was the 
worry that had seamed it for weeks. "Friends," he lifted 
his glass of water, "to the German will — a world all Nordic 
— mankind's highest achievement!" 

We lifted our glasses and toasted it so. But I hoped for 
wine later, and maybe brandy. There was always Erik's 
coat, with the handy flasks. 

"When you snap your fingers, they come," said Goring, 
with a huge belch, as he applied himself to the soup. 

"A packed court, too, as should be," smiled Goebbels 
evilly. "Chamberlain and Daladier — they want nothing, 
but to be re-elected because they have prevented war. 
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They would gladly give us Poland, the Ukraine, to win 
the next election. Ugh! But you, Herr Hitler, and II Duce. 
... So long as the representatives of the democracies hold 
their hands up in the air, you two do not mind what they 
say!" 

"Only you, my Leader," smiled von Arnheim carefully, 
leaning over as if he were shielding the Leader. "The 
Italian capon still crows; but the eggs are all laid in your 
nest." 

"It is my fourth meeting with the Modern Caesar." 
The Leader sipped his soup with finikin relish. "One of 
these days he will learn that each Augustus had his Caesars 
beneath him, no? My fourth meeting. . . . Four was 
always lucky to me. I was born in April, the fourth month. 
I am the fourth of the great conquerors — Alexander, 
Caesar, Napoleon, myself. Berlin is my fourth home: 
Branau, Vienna, Munich, and now the world capital. 
This is our fourth acquisition: the Saar, the Rhineland 
fortifications, Ostmark, the Sudeten. This is the fourth 
word on the Sudeten: Karlsbad, Berchtesgaden, Godesberg, 
and now Munich. Yes, four is always lucky with me." 

"He is a happy Caesar to glow in the shadow of so great 
an Augustus," said von Arnheim delicately. 

"Chamberlain I like," said the Leader frankly. "He 
boasts of being a respectable tradesman. A tradesman 
always sees reason, when he observes a sword. Daladier I 
have never seen. I have a lesson for him later; I have heard 
that he repeats with gusto the insult of Marshal Foch, that 
the only way to achieve French dominance would be to 
castrate thirty million Germans.* I do not like such vulgar 
jokes. He is the sort of leader, in a democracy, whose first 

* The Leader's error for 20,000,000, the figure Foch give. 
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ministry lasted only four days! He thinks he looks like 
Napoleon; and they call him the Bull!" 

Von Arnheim smiled. "In the United States, bull has 
the colloquial meaning of bull-pudding." 

"That is more correct," smiled the Leader. 

"I suggest ox, for the modern degenerate Frenchman," 
said Goring. 

"This is such a small beginning," smiled Hitler, almost 
to himself. "Yet a necessary one. Even the Democracies 
must approve of the theory of the plebiscite. Clearly, what 
is left of Czechoslovakia is a Vienna sausage squeezed in 
the center; it disfigures the map, and we will cure that. 
The Ukraine has wheat and oil, power and cotton; and 
that we will get by degrees, and have something to say 
to Stalin at the end, no? To make Europe all Nazi will 
be slow; but it will come. First to make the Black Sea a 
German lake, no? Then it will be time enough to do the 
little things. . . . Lithuania, Latvia, Estonia, so close to 
Konigsberg; Switzerland, which by then will be ready for 
a plebiscite; the Polish Corridor, and statehood for Poland 
soon after; and then, the three little kingdoms occupying 
our shores on the German Ocean, increasingly ready for 
absorption. What an immense saving, when all these need 
no fortifications against us, but only the widening ring 
against France, against Russia, against . . ." But he did 
not end it. He smiled craftily, and we all nodded gravely. 

"Europe must be all Nazi," he said firmly. "It is our 
mission. We will not fail." By now the waiters had re- 
moved the soup plates, and brought in the next course. 
The Leader's omelet, done to that perfection which only 
a Bavarian cook can achieve, was placed before him first. 
He sniffed the aroma with delight. "Like Czechoslovakia," 



332 THE STRANGE DEATH 

lie equipped himself with knife and fork, and studied the 
viand with a little twinkle in his eyes, "I shall carve it up. 
Only some of that mongrel land will be served to Hungary 
and Poland soon, to hold in trust for us; and all of this 
will be gobbled up by myself! Yours is not overdone?" 
with a careful scrutiny of Marshall Goring's huger dish. 

"Mostly air," sniffed the huge general. "But it is done to 
perfection. Not so much to get a man's teeth in," he 
grumbled, with a heavy wink, "but full of vitamins, min- 
eral salts, and rooster glands, no doubt. Mushrooms, hein, 
and pimientos — Ach, and a little cheese! It's filling, God 
be thanked." 

"Barbarian," the Leader smiled, chewing each portion 
of his own omelet carefully. "Sometimes I think that 
you're still in the cannibal stage." 

"Sooner or later, it may be necessary. But we still absorb 
the Ukraine before that, no? Or can I have a war for 
that yet?" 

"Tomorrow, we open the door," said the Leader. But I 
noticed a strange thing, that there were beads of sweat on 
his forehead, like beads of water on beams in damp cellars. 
And he was moving his jaws much more slowly than usual, 
as if each movement was difficult to finish. But he stuck 
at it doggedly. Then he looked up, and saw my eyes fixed 
so on his face. ""We had a long ride today, Little Adolf," 
he said apologetically. 

"Car-sick, no?" asked Goebbels, with a sour little 
snicker. "They moved like planes. Ach, those new roads 
are superb! Soon no country in the world has roads like 
ours!" 

Meticulously the Leader laid his knife and his fork on 
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the rim of his plate. "One moment, I go to the bath- 
room — " 

He tried to rise from his seat, and he was almost 
straightened up, but with his features scrunched up and 
his eyes so narrowed they had disappeared. Then with 
startling suddenness he slumped back on his chair. "Ach," 
he half groaned. 

Goring was deep in the violation of his great dish, which 
he was shoveling up as if into a bottomless pit. Ribbentrop 
was toying daintily with his omelet. Goebbels seemed with- 
drawn, as if listening to the words rather than bothering 
with the food; as if trying to see what words and deeds 
must come after these. Von Arnheim and I alone seemed to 
show a genuine interest in the Leader. 

"Can I get anything?" I asked, my face whitening. 

"You're not feeling too well? Perhaps — " Von Arn- 
heim's face was all solicitude. 

"My stomach — " The Leader kept his control magnifi- 
cently, in spite of the sharp sudden spasms of pain that 
twitched across his face. " — Disordered. — Nothing." He 
tried again to rise. " — Indigestion," he half sobbed it out. 
"Damn! — Acute. Get Doctor — " His eyes closed, his body 
began sliding down off the chair seat under the table. 

"He's not well," snapped Goebbels suddenly, belatedly 
pulled back to what was happening. "Send for Dr. 
Anton!" 

Von Arnheim rose swiftly. So, I noticed, did Captain 
von Wulle, as if eager to be of service before his chief 
spoke. "Bruckner," said Erik sharply, "go to the door, and 
send Schaub on the run for Dr. Anton. The Leader and 
Herr Zeit are both indisposed." He made each word very 
clear. I looked astounded; I felt all right. But he continued, 
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in complete charge of the situation. "Stand in the hall, 
then, and let no one in. Absolutely no one. It is no doubt 
nothing. Don't let anyone know that either of them is so 
tired out. Everything is all right. Heil Hitler!" 

The huge Adjutant, happiest when obeying commands, 
saluted with a swift "Heil Hitler!" and passed out of the 
door. Luckily, Schaub had returned to his post, for I heard 
the order transferred, and his heavy feet running down 
the hall. 

"Bellyache," laughed Goring, in a huge rumble. "Such 
belly-bilge as omelets, instead of a man's food, makes me 
feel sickish too. Lay him on the couch," noticing the 
Leader's blank strained face. 

"Friends," he spoke. But his voice died away in a 
mumble. 

Four of us got him to the couch, loosened his coat, his 
tie, his shirt. But this was incredible, on the eve of our 
greatest victory over all Europe, all the world! 

"/ feel all right," I reassured von Arnheim. 

He pierced me with a look. "This is poison, I am afraid. 
Tell him to hurry that Doctor, Zeit, for God's sake! No," 
with a sudden reversal, "Sigmund, you tell him." 

"Then send Schaub in to me" said Goebbels vindictively 
to von Arnheim 's aide. 

"No," said Erik curtly. "Not till we know, Herr 
Minister." 

Goebbels shrugged with ugly grace. "As you will." 

Here was Dr. Anton, and another doctor behind him; 
and in a moment he had taken entire charge. We stood 
by with troubled faces. "What an absurd interruption to 
our plans! I remembered how sick it had made me, the 
time I got poisoned by mistake for him; how could to- 
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morrow's business be done, if there was to be such a sick- 
ness now? Unless, of course, they'd call on me again; after 
all, the way things were, it did not seem they could keep 
Germany running without me. And I wrinkled my nose 
in deeper disgust. I had not forgotten the blonde Trudy 
that Schaub had captured, and I had been scheming how 
I could manage an hour with her, when this dinner was 
over. And now this had to come to spoil even that! 

They all stood between me and the Leader now, and all 
I could hear was his heavy stertorous breathing. The other 
doctor threaded through them somehow, went to the door, 
and came back. In a few moments, two more doctors had 
arrived. It was a stomach pump, I was sure, that one of 
them was carrying. 

"Organic," I heard one doctor say. "Instantaneous, 
practically." Only words drifted through the huddle of 
men bending over the suffering man. 

"The emetic won't work. Sacrament! — Nerves para- 
lyzed." 

"Try this hot saline. — Slowly. . . ." 
"There must be a purge. — Castor oil is best." 
"Here's the brandy." 

— For the Leader! A good thing he was unconscious, 
or he would have never let them hear the end of this. It 
fermented the food in the stomach, he always said. 

"Got that oxygen tank? Hurry please!" 

I could hear his groans now, so low, so heartrendingly 
hideous. It was not like a man, it was like an animal dying. 
That was all a man was, I thought suddenly: animal in 
the way he was made, in the way he was born, animal 
much of his life, all animal in his dying. And I myself 
groaned. "When we took every precaution against such a 
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thing happening, how was it possible that it could happen, 
in Munich of all places? And at a time like this! Well, I 
threw back my shoulders, and began to prepare the way 
I would greet these three men, Daladier the stranger, 
Chamberlain whom I had given orders to three times, 
Mussolini who was learning to take orders now. I was 
sure I could do it in a way that would earn even higher 
praise from him than he had ever given me. "My good 
friends, the problem is simple. We are quite willing to let 
Czechoslovakia reorganize, provided. . . ." Aha, there was 
where I would say it! 

"More air for him, there!" 

I looked up swiftly. The others moved away from 
where the Leader lay. I could see now that his face looked 
like the face of a dead man, putty-colored, almost blue, 
except for those horrible pleading eyes, still alive, still 
begging for release from the pain tearing him to pieces. 
Well, / had been poisoned; I knew what it was like. I felt 
really sorry for him. And then I had had no double to 
take my place, those weary three weeks in the hospital; 
he was a lot luckier than I. 

Dr. Anton came over and joined the clot of Cabinet 
Ministers. I moved closer. "It's an organic poison, yes — we 
have no idea what. But we should bring him around. 
Damned shame to spoil your dinner so, gentlemen." 

"Omelet," sneered Goring. "I go out and get myself 
some sauerbraten with potato pancakes, no! And beer, 
plenty of beer." 

Von Arnheim looked inquiringly at Goebbels. "For us, 
too, brandy?" 

Goebbels' limp was more noticeable than usual, as he 
thumped over to the door and gave the order. "Let me get 



OF ADOLF HITLER 337 

Schaub," he demanded truculently. "I'll put every damned 
bastard in the hotel under arrest! Every damned bastard in 
Munich!" 

"This may be more serious," said von Arnheim tensely. 
"We do not want to advertise this, no?" 

"He's right," said Ribbentrop fretfully. "God, at a time 
like this, of all times, with all Europe arriving tomorrow!" 

"Lightning hits," grunted Goring. "Once is too often." 

The brandy came, and it released the tongues of all of 
us. The doctors were huddled more than before over the 
gasping body of the Leader. Ribbentrop lit a cigarette. 
The rest of us followed his example. 

"He's been going it at a high pace for a long time," said 
Goebbels slowly. "I have urged more rest on him. — Mas- 
sages! But, no, so much was to be done. . . ." 

"Resistance weakened, eh?" asked Ribbentrop. "Yes, 
nature takes its toll. Everything he has to do himself!" 

"But he has the stamina of an ox," said von Arnheim. 
"He can do things no other living man can. — Endur- 
ance." 

"Doctors are a xot of fools," grunted Goring, with an 
ill-favored look at Goebbels— "The Doctor," to most of 
us. "Why don't they fix him up? Holy Christ, don't the 
bastards realize that this is the Leader!" 

Goebbels hand arced wide, slowly. "One body, like the 
rest of us. One brain. One heart. When it stops. . . ." He 
stared at the wall. 

"If he dies," suggested Goring. Only he would have 
dared say it. 

"Well, he won't — he can't," said Ribbentrop violently. 
"What would we do?" 

Captain von Wulle, who had stood silently on the out- 
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skirts of the group across from me, looked straight at 
me with his burning blue eyes, and with his left hand 
lifted his brandy glass slightly toward me. 

It was then for the first time that I knew that the 
Leader was going to die. And then I did feel sick at the 
stomach. I felt it would have been easier if it was I who 
had taken the poison. 

"He won't," said Goebbels aggressively. "It is unthink- 
able." 

Von Arnheim's eyebrows lifted. But he said nothing. 

Dr. Anton came toward us, his narrow face channelled 
with worry. "Gentlemen, he's sinking." 

"Do something," said little Goebbels, almost in agony] 
himself now. "For God's sake, it's the Leader!" 

"He's a man, too," the Doctor shook his head. "If there 
were anything else we could do ..." 

We moved our feet so quietly, until all of us were 
ringed around the couch, but not as close as before. His 
cheeks had fallen in, his face was more clearly blue now. 

His lips were moving, now. Goebbels suddenly leaned 
forward with terrible intensity, his ear close to the dying 
man's lips. But we knew the word he was forming before 
Goebbels told us. 

"Geli," Goebbels whispered, his face incredulous. 

Convulsive shudders, oh so faint, passed like sudden 
shadows over his sunken face now. 

Goebbels kept his ear close. He raised his face at last. 
"Mutter!" he whispered. "He calls his mother!" 

The Leader's head seemed to fall back, as if it were no 
longer connected with his body. His hands fell wide, one 
sliding off until it almost touched the floor. 

Dr. Anton knelt above him, his ear at the Leader's heart. 
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He rose to his feet without a word, he removed his glasses, 
pulled out a clean handkerchief, and polished them indus- 
triously. He held them up to the light and polished them 
again. Only then did he put them on again. "'Well, gentle- 
men," he said quietly, "he is dead." 
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CHAPTER XXV 

I AM THE RESURRECTION 

MUCH clicked and slotted in the brains of every man 
in that room, as the doctor spoke those five words. 
Later on each one of them told me what were his thoughts, 
at that black moment for the Party, for Germany, for 
Europe, for the world. But then, I could know only what 
I was thinking: and it was grief, great and ovemhelming 
grief, grief for myself and this tragic blow to my pros- 
pects in life; for now my job was over, and what work 
could I do next? What other work was I suitable for? 
What could I turn to, in the interim? I recalled what Cap- 
tain von Wulle had said, about Hollywood, in unsympa- 
thetic America. Look with what insults they had there 
greeted Leni Reifenstahl, when she arrived there! And 
noble young Vittorio Mussolini, fresh from his imperial 
conquests in Ethiopia! No, that did not seem promising. 
If they decided to do all the other Grimm's fairy tales 
before they got around to Herr Hitler, I might indeed 
starve to death first. No, my job was over; and I could not 
imagine what work I could do next. Unless, of course, 
in the espionage. There there was a chance. After all, 
Goebbels had used me, he might be willing to use me still, 
and it was work that I felt I was especially fitted for. 
"Germany dies too," said Goebbels dismally. 
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"Ach yes? Not with me left!" said Goring ferociously. 

"Not with any of us left," said Reichsminister Hess 
sadly. "We live out his will, as he would have wished." 
Hess had been his beloved disciple; yet too mild to be more 
than a willing worker. 

"Not with him left," said Erik von Arnheim, his index 
finger picking me out and seeming to transfix me against 
the wall, like a specimen moth pinned. "What else is there 
to do? We must have the Leader for the conference to- 
morrow, no? They will listen to him, and him only. It 
cannot be otherwise. Well, what is Little Adolf for!" 

"But he can't masquerade for a dead man!" said Rib- 
bentrop, crossing himself. "How could he!" 

"Who is dead, after all?" purred von Arnheim, raising; 
his eyebrows. "Do you gentlemen see, now, why I told 
Bruckner that Little Adolf — Herr Ludwig Zeit — was ill, 
as well as the Leader? Little Adolf dies; the Leader lives 
on. What else is there for us to do?" 

"Ach, I will not stand for it!" said Goring fiercely. 
"We will have the Party elect a new President, a new 
Chancellor! And my Reichswehr will keep order, and my 
Blackshirts!" 

Goebbels looked up sharply, and so did all of us, at that 
possessive my that he had used twice. But Goebbels spoke 
first. "Ach yes you will, Field Marshal." His twisted little 
face blazed. "No man in Germany will be permitted to 
spoil the conference tomorrow. Later on, if you wish, when 
it is timely, we may announce what we please. — Kill off 
Little Adolf, with my full permission. But not with the 
conference tomorrow! Who but the Leader among us 
could now make all Europe do as we wish?" 

"If we'd only started the war," said Goring bull- 
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headedly. "By God, I'd defy the world, then, no matter 
who died! Maybe that would be better! Look, we're all 
mobilized; we call off the conference — call it off this 
moment. By God, we are in the Sudeten by dawn, and you 
think the democracies would stand in our way then? 
They're too paralyzed to act. Sure, keep Little Adolf as 
the Leader, then — he can review the troops, he can have 
his picture in all the papers — but give us a war! This is a 
sign from heaven!" 

For a moment, I could see that they were almost per- 
suaded, even the doctors. But Goebbels shook a decided 
head. "When we can get it all without a war, why waste 
our energies? The war comes soon enough. Each day we are 
stronger, and the rest of the world weaker. No, gentle- 
men, Herr Zeit is dead, Herr Hitler lives! I call on each 
of you in this room — " 

It was my hour to speak, at last. "No," I flung with 
sudden violence at them. "I could not do it! I would not 
know what to do, to say! They would be too much for 
me! "While he was alive, yes; but I won't, I won't, I 
won't, now! I can't, gentlemen! You must see that!" 

Von Arnheim's head nodded swiftly, and Captain von 
Willie was beside me at once, his pistol out, boring into 
my ribs. "It is either that," he said quietly, "or I shoot 
you now." 

" — As a conspirator," said von Arnheim suddenly. 
" — Attempt on the Leader's life. We'll make out, some- 
how. Decide!" 

I knew that he was bluffing; I sensed already how skil- 
fully he had schemed. But that pistol was not bluffing. 
"Oh," I moaned. "If I only could! It is much harder work 
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— and what is the pay you have been paying me? Gentle- 
men, I've got to be sure — you'll all stand by me?" 

"With pistols out," said Erik, giving me no friendly 
look. 

"Little Adolf — and this is the last time I will call you 
that," said Goebbels suavely, "you are the greatest actor 
in Germany, no? You, yourself, know it too. You have 
lived with the Leader for five years and more, until you 
can in a moment be more Herr Hitler than he was him- 
self. You speak as he speaks, think as he thinks, are him. 
It will be the easiest thing in the world. Each day you 
merely take his place for one day only. Forget what hap- 
pened tonight; no one will ever know. He will inspire 
you. We will counsel you. The world needs his name, his 
face, his words, his thoughts. You have all these. — The 
greatest actor in Germany, in the world 1 You will do this, 
for the sake of the Party, Germany, the world! Heil 
Hitler!" 

Nothing could have won me but his appreciation of my 
skill as an actor. Naturally, that I was extremely proud of. 
I stood pale and erect. One by one their arms sloped up- 
ward and forward in the salute. One by one the words 
rolled out from each of them, "Heil Hitler!" 

Automatically I gave the response: "Heil Hitler!" 

"Gentlemen," said Goebbels swiftly, including the awed 
doctors now also in his darting, vulture glance, "I call on 
each of you in this room to raise his hand to the German 
God, and to all other gods, and to swear on his sacred 
word of honor that no word of what has happened in this 
room shall ever be revealed to the world — not before 
death, and not after it! If any break his word, each of the 
rest of us pledges his soul to take personal vengeance by 



344 



THE STRANGE DEATH 



death on the recreant promise-breaker, at once! Do you 
swear this oath?" 

"I swear," said Erik von Arnheim firmly. 

One by one the others gave the oath. I, only, they did 
not ask to swear; no doubt Goebbels forgot I was now 
more than a mere double. 

I walked over and stared down at the face of the dead 
Leader. "Ludwig Zeit," I said quietly, "was a faithful 
servant to me and the Fatherland, and it is a great pity 
that he has had to give his life to save me yet again. Carry 
him out. Announce, not that there has been poison, but 
an attack of acute indigestion." So I rose to the emergency 
magnificently. 

" — And a weak heart," prompted Goebbels. 

I nodded. " — Superinduced by a heart constitutionally 
weak. These have caused the death of this faithful body- 
guard. In spite of this shadow over our dinner, gentlemen, 
we will regard it as a happy augury. The Party does not 
die; the Reich does not die; the German world can never 
die. Heil Hitler!" 

Goebbels made a bit of a wry face, and Goring was 
quite sulky; but each of them gave the response. 

"Tell Bruckner, Adolf," ordered Goebbels. I shivered a 
trifle; I was sure that it was the first time he had ever 
used that first name. Evidently he had wanted to use it; 
he used it quickly enough, now. 

I wheeled, and started for the door, before I remem- 
bered my wig, the wax in my nostrils. Von Arnheim, and 
then Goebbels, lifted hands toward me, as if to restrain 
me; but I had remembered first, and had the wig off, the 
wax out, in a moment. Goring, with a strained look, 
reached for the Leader's worn dogwhip. He looked me over 
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from head to foot, and cracked it viciously once toward 
me. Then he handed it to me. My flesh crawled at the cruel 
sound. Yet it was mine, from now on. 

I lifted my eyebrows inquiringly. They all nodded satis- 
faction. Captain von Wulle opened the door for me. 
"Bruckner," I called him in, my face lined, my voice heavy 
— though how I kept it from wavering I still do not know 
— and spoke to him: "What has happened in this room is 
entirely confidential; it must never get out. Zeit's had a 
heart attack. He's dead." 

"Ach, the poor boy! — Poison?" His eyes glittered 
savagely. 

"Thank God, no. Acute indigestion, weak heart; that 
is all. The body will be taken out secretly. Friends," I 
turned to the Cabinet Ministers, "if you'll come into my 
study. . . ." 

"Sauerbraten" grumbled Goring. But he too came. 

I walked ahead, as the Leader would have done. As the 
Leader did; I must never again forget that I was the 
Leader, from now on. 

It was a wild session we had, lasting nearly all night. 
All that Hitler was to have said had been written down, 
luckily for me. Ribbentrop, von Arnheim, Goebbels, all 
had copies of it. In a few minutes we had the Gestapo 
heads in, and enough given out about Ludwig Zeit's omelet 
to cut off half a dozen heads. And then we turned to the 
conference for tomorrow. 

It was agreed, of course, that we would stand on the 
Godesberg memorandum, and demand that we enter the 
Sudeten by Saturday; and that by then the Czech troops 
be gone, to the last one of them. Daladier, a memorandum 
said, was to suggest a mere occupation of Asch and Eger, 



34^ THE STRANGE DEATH 

and the rest by easy stages; with Italian, French, and 
English troops occupying the plebiscite areas. And I knew 
our answer to that, to yield a little and demand a lot. I 
knew it all so well already — I had been present at every 
conference where our course was decided upon. And I 
had even his words to say, written by himself. But they 
made me go over it again and again, until I was wearied 
out, and so were they. 

By now, though, all this coaching, drilling, preparation 
was all unnecessary. I had recalled what my uncle at 
Niirnberg had taught me so carefully: Opportunity 
knocks once only, and it is wise then to open the door. 
Admit that a natural humility had made me at first a 
trifle reluctant to undertake this tremendous assignment 
for the Fatherland, that humility was gone, now, like dew 
vanished before the sun. I knew that I could do the task 
as I, the Leader, should do it; better than even he himself 
could have done it. There was nothing more to be said. 

The Munich conference is history. How proudly I 
walked beside II Duce over the cobbled streets, rather sorry 
that he was an inch or more short of being quite a man; 
and wondering if indeed it was not one of his doubles 
walking beside me. Ciano came just behind us, as gay as 
a university boy, and Goring had on a fixed simper that 
should have let everyone know that things were at least 
not going to his liking. It seemed strange to have men 
representing a whole country without uniforms on; yet 
such was the troubled little Frenchman, growing bald, 
with the ridiculous remnants of his hair pulled down 
toward his nose; and the harassed old English merchant, 
still bundling along his umbrella. 

Five hours and a half, and it was all ended. Even Cham- 
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berlain in this time I easily instructed to sign a brief two- 
power treaty of eternal amity with me, substituting con- 
sultation for war. Thus danger of attack from our rear 
was largely averted — for increasingly France grows too 
weak in man-power to annoy us; and we could turn more 
freely to our destiny to the east. 

I attended the funeral of poor Ludwig Zeit. I had not 
been allowed to take part in the erection and dedication 
of the tombstone to Maximilian Bauer, more than five 
years before; but this was a state occasion, as befitted 
one of the most loyal of my bodyguard. 

I myself spoke at the funeral. I held up the life of 
Ludwig Zeit as an object-lesson to every German. He had 
played his humble part, I pointed out, in lifting Germany 
from a mere 60,000,000 that we had been left by the 
iniquitous Versailles Treaty, to the 78,700,000 and more 
Germans now in the Reich. There was only one real power 
left in Europe, our magnificent ally Italy. France and 
England could no longer be regarded as first class powers; 
although the loose backing England's overseas dominions 
gave her kept her from being entirely negligible in world 
affairs still. 

It was a symbol of resurgent Germany, I pointed out, 
that the death of this faithful son of the Reich on the very 
eve of the Munich Pact had not slowed down our progress 
in the slightest, in this the greatest year of German 
achievement. For this was the year of the Anschluss, when 
my native Austria returned unanimously to its Father- 
land; and the year of the reclamation of the oppressed 
millions of Germans in the Sudeten. More than this, the 
Jew in Middle Europe was being increasingly shown that 
his homeland was Palestine, and it was time for him to go 
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home. — They laughed hilariously at this; even a funeral 
can evoke a good hearty laugh in Germany. — Had not 
the one Jew in the Irish Parliament, Robert Briscoe, said 
that half of the Jews in Europe might be described as 
surplus — that is, Jews whose immediate removal would 
improve the condition of those remaining? We agreed with 
this M. P., I said, except that we included the other half 
in the surplus also. 

And then my voice grew stern. Throughout the Reich 
now these poisonous toads, these parasites on superior 
races, were forbidden increasingly to enter in any of the 
businesses and trades. Jewish doctors were forbidden to 
occupy rented premises, or live in flats with windows on 
any main street. The state schools and universities were 
sealed against the Talmud spawn, and naturally no Aryan 
was to be permitted to run the risk of contamination by 
working in a Jewish household, even though he starved 
for lack of employment. And every Jew must be badged 
by being named Sarah or Israel, and all Jews hereafter 
must have only such swine-names as we permitted them 
to have. Moreover, we had closed down the Catholic 
schools in Austria, those hotbeds of homosexual corrup- 
tion, and Protestants were being increasingly taught that 
the Reich came first, and the German God second, and no 
alien god must be considered at all. To all of this, Ludwig 
Zeit had bravely contributed his all. Heil Hitler! 

Captain von Wulle had been named my aide, though 
not by me. He and Erik von Arnheim rode back to the 
Chancellery with me. 

"You gave him a nice send-ofF," said Erik amiably. 

"After our cooperation," said von "Willie firmly. 
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"The doctors were baffled," I suggested mildly. I was 
naturally all curiosity to know more. 

"Our acquaintance Moritz Klass, when he had to leave 
Germany because he was no Aryan, decided to go to Peru. 
He is a PhJD. in Chemistry, of course. He investigated 
certain organic poisons used by the Indians, that have no 
antidote. He could tell you more about it," Captain von 
Wulle smiled austerely, "if unfortunately he did not have 
to proceed straight through to the Swiss border. He is a 
man without a homeland. But he told me that he had a 
little debt to pay in Germany, and I imagine he did not 
forget to pay it." 

"A Jew!" I gasped. "Why, he was in your car!" 

"Naturally, as soon as we found out that he was not an 
Aryan, we permitted him to depart. At Munich, that was," 
said the captain. "It seems the Jews pay their debts, too." 

"I never told you, Herr Hitler," von Arnheim addressed 
me softly, "that, when I was confined in Brandenburg, 
I made my appeal to the Leader himself. He told me it 
was his will that Goebbels held me there. I pay my debts, 
too." 

"I am a Catholic," said Captain von "Wulle firmly. "I 
have seen the Bible publicly burned in Nazi Germany. 
I pay my debts too." 

"This seems to be an age of debt-paying in Germany," 
I said. I toyed with the worn dogwhip I always carried 
now. It did not restore my ease of mind. 

"Perhaps you have one little debt you will not forget," 
said Erik quietly. "You were Ulrica's friend to the last, 
yes, and I am always grateful for that. As for the Jews, 
I am a German; and I know the Party's attitude, and 
Germany's attitude. I thank God I am not one of the 
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circumcized. But, Herr Hitler," he stared at me directly, 
"there are five of us who compose your camarilla, your 
inner cabinet, from now on — is it not so? Hess we can 
forget. Goring the berserk elephant, Goebbels the sly evil- 
plotter, Ribbentrop the diplomat, and we two. You will 
not forget that we are two; and that we two spoke what 
was finally decided, which accounts for your being where 
you are." 

I was quite moved by his appreciation of what I had 
done for Ulrica. "I will remember my debts, my friend, 
and pay them." 

"This will call for a reminder, from time to time," he 
said, smiling in a cold fashion that was not quite com- 
fortable. "But I am sure that a faint reminder will be 
enough." 

I thought suddenly of a picture I had seen of five lions 
tugging at the five corners of a prey they had pulled 
down. It was not a reassuring thought, at just that 
moment. 
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CHAPTER XXVI 

"LITTLE MAN, WHAT NOW?" 

I NEED not have been nervous about the success of my 
performance; since there was no reason for anyone 
to suspect anything, no one did suspect anything. My 
task resolved itself down to listening carefully while my 
five advisers made up my mind; and then announcing 
this to the Reich. On October 4th I was driven to Karls- 
bad, in the third Sudeten zone just that day occupied, 
and here I spoke to my new fellow countrymen, telling 
them of Germany's high ideal of more and more oppres- 
sions of the Jews. The next day, in Berlin, it was decided 
I was to announce to the world that this Christmas would 
be a festival of peace. And I renamed the Siegfried Line, 
dedicated public works, and in general orated through 
the Reich. But all of these were on peaceful occasions, and 
they were not filling to the German soul. 

And then, in Paris, November 7th, occurred just what 
we had been waiting for. We had a third secretary at the 
embassy there named Ernst vom Rath, who had been 
invalided home from Calcutta with tropical fever, non- 
venereal. Luckily for us, a seventeen-year-old German- 
Jewish emigrant living in Poland, named Herschel 
Grynszpan, decided to avenge the persecutions of his race 
by making for himself a Nordic martyr; and by chance 
this vom Rath got the bullet. 
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The moment word of it came to the Chancellery, the 
six of us went into excited executive conference about it. 
"Friends," I made it clear, "it is a shot at the entire Ger- 
man people! This Grynszpan should be denounced 
throughout the Reich, and ultimately have his head 
chopped off!" 

"Denounced!" sneered Goring! "Castrated, drawn and 
quartered, if I lay hands on him. But we have Jews nearer 
home it is easier to hit, Herr Hitler!" 

Von Arnheim shook his head. "If you wear 'em all out 
with mistreatment, they might actually leave, all of 'em; 
and who could we mistreat then?" 

"If vom Rath dies," shouted Goring, "we jump on all 
the Jews in the Reich! It's either that, or my men jump 
on me!" 

A bitter row developed. Goebbels sided with Goring; 
Ribbentrop was more moderate, saying our foreign policy 
would be shot to hell by any further oppressions; and von 
Arnheim and von Wulle saw no need for monthly 
pogroms. I tried to reconcile these ideas; all I got for my 
pains was to be called imbecile, nitwit, superannuated ham 
actor. 

"But J have the army!" sneered Goring finally. "Watch 
me!" 

"And I have the propaganda," jeered Goebbels. "Watch 
me!" 

"And I have a headache," I said mournfully. "Please to 
excuse me, to take two tablets of Nordic aspirin. Heil 
Hitler!" 

Well, vom Rath died; and I was allowed to read in the 
Party press all that happened. It was the most orderly 
rioting in history, done with complete German efficiency. 
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The Brownshirts were most aggressive, the Blackshirts 
often helping. Every Jewish shop was wrecked, and the 
goods looted; and the Jews were then fined for this. The 
synagogues were all burned and the Jews fined for this. 
Jewish men so tactless as to be on the streets had their 
teeth knocked out, or were dumped in the river, pneu- 
monia often resulting. Others were merely beaten until 
they died. Of the tens of thousands put in concentration 
camps, thousands died, and their ashes were usually mailed 
home to their families, without explanations. Jewish boys 
and girls were beaten and abused by the patriotic Hitler 
Youth. Von Arnheim himself told me what happened in 
Moritz Klass's house. They found him away. They broke all 
the china and pictures, made a bonfire of the books, cut 
the carpet into strips, and then beat Frau Klass all over 
the body with their fists, finally holding her down on the 
floor and kicking her and walking on her. She was of 
course confined to her bed after this. As a rule, the women 
were not molested in public. 

On November 12th we officially stopped the rioting, 
and decreed justice against those at fault. That is, we fined 
the Jews 1,000,000,000 marks, and required them at once 
to repair the damage done by wrecking, looting and arson 
on shops, homes and synagogues. In addition, we forbade 
Jews to engage in retail and other businesses, and an- 
nounced that all Jewish property in the Reich must be 
transferred to Nordic hands, in return for annuity bonds. 
It was agreed among us that something would be done 
about these bonds, to make sure they never matured. 

The most inexplicable feature of this example of Nordic 
justice was a series of uncalled-for comments made by 
President Roosevelt of the United States. The whims of a 
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democracy are unpredictable; except that as a rule they 
never have a whim to fight. Much more vital was Goeb- 
bels' discovery that Jews still owned 60% of Berlin real 
estate; and that, in spite of our five years' campaign, 
they owned proportionately four and a half times as much 
wealth as Aryans. Well, at least we could all set to work 
at once to reverse this inequality. The very next day, we 
affixed a 20% capital tax on all Jewish property, to be 
paid in cash. In an emergency like this, Nordic justice 
must not falter! 

So far, all the rounds in the free-for-all that the cabinet 
meetings had become had gone to Goebbels and Goring. 
On the morning of December 22, von Arnheim was shown 
into the Chancellery very early. "Heil Hitler! Good morn- 
ing, Herr Reichskanzler," he greeted me. "What! Herr 
Goebbels has not limped around yet?" 

I frowned at the unfriendliness. "Do you expect him 
so early?" 

He chuckled. "To be frank, no. I imagine it will be 
some weeks before he bids you good morning, now!" 

"Why, Erik, what do you mean!" 

His face grew sterner. "Part of it's ancient history, by 
now. You remember the 'libel,' as you called it, just as we 
were marching into the Sudeten, Gustav Frohlich chal- 
lenged the Reichsminister for Propaganda to a duel." 

"It was a libel! Goebbels himself told me so." 

"Well, libel or not, the ground stated was that Herr 
Goebbels had been too insistent upon having an affair 
with lovely Lida Baarova, Frohlich's wife. It was then that 
the famous cinema actor vanished mysteriously — concen- 
tration camp, my information is, for subversive utterances. 
It was then that Frau Goebbels talked first of divorce." 
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"No," I worried aloud, "it must have been a libel. I 
assured Frau Goebbels so, and forbade a divorce." 

"But last night," von Arnheim snickered, "Goebbels 
apparently decided to discuss the affair more intimately 
with Baarova in her apartment; in bed, I'm told. Anyway, 
enough of Frohlich's friends appeared to give him a 
thorough horsewhipping, blacken one eye, and knock out 
a tooth!" 

"Incredible!" I mourned. "Does he think the Propa- 
ganda Department means Propaganda for himself, maybe? 
Besides, what an example to Germany! If they can horse- 
whip him, why not me, or you?" 

His face grew harsher. "I recall Herta Fuchs, and 
Konrad in camp. We shall see, we shall see. And this time, 
I think there will be enough publicity, from Melbourne 
to San Francisco, to make Herr Goebbels* technique of 
propaganda a bit embarrassing to the government, no?" 

I recalled the matter of Ulrica, and decided it was not 
wise to go into the matter further. "But he always makes 
his New Year's speech, Erik!" 

"Use the record of last year's speech," he sneered. "It 
will be all you can use, this year." 

I had begun to realize that the victory was not always 
to the winner of the first round. The more I investigated 
the case, the more it stank. Goebbels had first forced Froh- 
lich to divorce the lovely Gitta Alpar, the Hungarian 
star of all Europe, because her father was a rabbi. That, of 
course, was the Nordic thing to do; but it gave less reason 
for this story tying up Goebbels with the lovely Aryan 
second wife of our romantic cinema star. 

Yet as before, I was most saddened by the emphasis the 
story received in the press of the United States and the 
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other democracies. Is it to be conceived that the German 
papers would even run a story stating that Vice-President 
Garner had had Franchot Tone put in protective custody 
in Alcatraz, while he consoled Joan Crawford in the 
Senate Chambers; or that Reichsminister for Foreign 
Affairs Cordell Hull had had Charles Laughton interned 
in Leavenworth, while he educated Elsa Lanchester in 
American propaganda? Yet the papers of the democracies 
gave full details, even of the black eye. 

I had it announced as acute intestinal grippe, with a 
fairly good chance for health again. I had a Blackshirt 
guard placed around his home in Wannsee, and sent word 
to him that, bandages or no bandages, I expected that 
broadcast as usual. Several hundreds of loyal Germans sent 
him a Twelfth Night present of a tooth, later, to replace 
the one he had lost. Your German is your natural friend 
in need. 

I had one talk with the bandaged Reichsminister, and 
as well as I could understand his mumbles, he indicated 
contrition and convalescence. Naturally, I informed Frau 
Goebbels that divorce was unthinkable. To distract 
attention from this regrettable intestinal grippe of the 
Propagandaminister, I spoke to the Sudeten Germans at 
Reichenberg. I told them proudly that the future of the 
Nazi government and the world were safe, since the new 
generation was growing up, never to be free again in their 
entire lives, and happy at the prospect. From birth to 
death, I reminded them, one lesson would be drilled into 
the next generation: the excellence of National Socialism. 
"Let the misguided English boast 'Britons never shall bd 
slaves' — a democracy can look no higher than that. We 
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Germans lift the holier cry, 'Germans never shall be free! 
Germans shall be slaves forever!' Heil Hitler!" 

But this did not solve our problem about the Propa- 
gandaminister. I talked it over first with Erik von Arn- 
heim. "You're rather proud of yourself for stirring up 
this mess about Goebbels, aren't you?" 

He shrugged. "There was a man who turned down my 
plea for release, even for a hearing, when I was thrown 
in Brandenburg Prison. "Well, he is dead. There was a man 
who carried his love-poaching until it fouled my own 
wife's sister, Herta. "Well, he is pretty well publicized for 
his tastes, isn't he? And, since our government must stand 
for the purity of the home. . . ." 

We assembled what was left of the little cabinet. 

"Make him Minister of Education," suggested von Rib- 
bentrop. "He can't do much harm there." 

"No," chuckled Goring. "Then you don't know that 
slimy snake! Can't you see him corrupting all the little 
school girls, and making the girl graduates come to him in 
person to get his diplomas? Far better it is to put him in 
charge of the Berlin Zoo. I am not so sensitive about what 
propaganda he conveys to the Frail Rhinoceros and the 
Fraulein Giraffe. In fact, can we think of anything more 
admirable than to have him in bed with a Frau Porcu- 
pine?" 

But this was hardly constructive. "We finally tentatively 
scheduled him as over-governor for Berlin, which would 
let Goring register a definite rise as Vice-Chancellor. 

More and more I was irked by the way the rest of them 
treated me. More and more they refused to let me say 
a word. "Shut up, nitwit," was von Arnheim's usual 
courtesy toward me. "Enough from you," was von 
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Wulle's. "Give us a vacation," was Ribbentrop's; while 
Goring, in his milder moments, would say, "You God 
damned little shrimp, you impotent little Bavarian bastard, 
if you open your yap again I'll knock all your teeth down 
your throat, no? Speak when you're spoken to; and 
damned little of it then!" 

So it was that my mind was made up for me; and, the 
moment we walked out of the door, I was again the in- 
spired Leader, the divine Redeemer of the Reich. It was 
mentally unsettling a little. 

I had my own doubles now, three first, and then four. 
Some of the newspaper stories were very bewildering; for 
some of these doubles could not resist the temptation to 
speak, when they were hailed as Leader, even into the 
microphone. There was one particular time when I was 
speaking at a Horst Wessel commemoration, and one 
young double had been allowed to return to Vienna, where 
he had a wife or the equivalent. The non-Party papers 
reported with much detail that I had been seen in a leading 
cafe, drinking huge steins of beer, smoking, feeding brat- 
wurst to a dachshund, and with a female strip dancer on 
my knee. The Party press pointed out how each detail of 
this story was obviously a fabrication: since the Leader 
did not drink, or smoke, or have a dachshund, and had 
never sat with a female strip dancer on his knee. But it 
gave Germany a more composite picture of me than so far 
it had had; and I do not think it liked me less for the 
picture. 

It was harder now to get a smoke. I was in the public 
eye too much; and nobody considered my feelings any 
more. The Little Cabinet absolutely forbade my altering 
any of the Leader's divine eccentricities. But at night, I 
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used to collect the cigarette butts in the ashtrays, and the 
delicious cigar butts; and several times, when I was lucky, 
I managed to swipe a package from the coat of one of the 
guards. It was harder now to get a drink. But I bribed 
one of the Blackshirts to help me out in this, and had a 
bottle of brandy always hidden. 

It was hardest of all to get a woman. And my general 
condition got rottener and rottener, with this absurd con- 
tinence. What were women for, and what was I as the 
Leader for, if I was supposed to act like a human glacier? 

One late afternoon I had very marvelous luck. I was 
staying late at the Chancellery, alone; everybody had gone 
off, and one double was reviewing troops for me, another 
was speaking on a European hookup; God knows what the 
rest were doing. It was then that a scrubwoman came in 
to scrub the floor of my inner study. 

I had seen her face, and there is no use to speak of it. 
Even her husband, who was a porter emptying the spit- 
toons, had found himself a window-washer as a mistress. 
But it was not her face I saw now. She was on the floor, 
her backside to me, diligently scrubbing. I looked at her 
suddenly, and I saw her rump. I will admit that the sight 
made me excited. With me, I have observed, to desire is to 
act. I did not speak to her, for I did not desire to interrupt 
her duties. I merely lifted her skirts, and, as she moved 
about the floor, I achieved my desires. I gave her a ten- 
mark note at the end. 

She may have said something, for they had a man to 
scrub the study thereafter. At least, I was permitted to 
make a magnificent address on The Revolution in Private 
Life — the movement started by the Sturmabteilung Mann, 
and taken up by the Party press. Hereafter immature boys, 
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until they were eighteen, were not to smoke or drink; and 
immature girls, up to twenty-one, were to abstain simi- 
larly. And when I came to the matter of personal purity, 
I was very pleased at the headlines in the Party press: 

GERMAN MEN, GIVE YOUR MISTRESSES TO YOUR 
FATHERLAND! 



The Leader Pleads That All Little Do-Nothings Be Put to 
Motherhood or Productive Labor 



At least, we might as well make the discomfort general. 
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THE SKY GROWS DARKER YET 

THERE were many minor annoyances, during the 
winter of 1938-1939, in addition to my difficulty in 
getting cigarettes and brandy, and the practical impossi- 
bility of escaping the universal observation enough to 
manage an evening with some girl or woman. 

I must admit that the Propagandaminister, once he 
recovered from his acute intestinal grippe — for that re- 
mains the official report, and is the history of the future 
— and emerged from his bandages at last, gave us such a 
tightly locked censorship that the world for the first time 
knew only of Germany what we would have it know; 
and, better yet, that the Germans were told only what 
was good for them. This was especially to be valued, be- 
cause of the alarming increase in the number of attempts 
to kill me. 

The more I studied these, the more I realized that they 
were the most unreasonable and unjust things in the world. 
There could be no criticism of the government and the 
Leader, except on sentimental and humanitarian grounds; 
whereas science has established that such grounds are as 
absurd, to intelligent men, as would be an effort to 
organize sorrow for the cattle necessarily slaughtered to 
provide beef, or the swine that must be killed to furnish 
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us with pork, ham and bacon. Hitler had never done one 
act that was not for the greater glory of Germany; and 
neither had I, since I became Hitler. So there was no just 
ground for resentment, and hence should be none. 

Naturally, our folkic movements had been directed 
against Catholics, Protestants, and Jews, instead of against 
cattle and swine. But the principle was the same. Assum- 
ing that cattle could shoot and throw bombs, and that 
swine could conspire to shoot or use poison, we would have 
a parallel case. Yet how unthinkable that they should 
ever rise against butchering mankind, since it is for beef 
and pork they exist! The same reasoning made it unthink- 
able that there should be continued restiveness on the part 
of Catholics, Protestants, and especially the Jewish swine; 
it all pointed to an obstinate unwillingness to accept the 
direction of the Leader. 

It was precisely from these groups that the attempts on 
my life came. Luckily, the day I was to dedicate Albert 
Speer's magnificent new Chancellery Building on the Voss 
Strasse — impossible weather drove us into the Sports Palace 
for the ceremonies, of course — I sent one of my doubles 
to deliver the brief speech. It was a minor speech, and he 
had finished it before the shot came from the balcony 
that barely missed him, and pierced the heart of the nearest 
Blackshirt guard. In my great public appearance for the 
review along the Hermann Goring Strasse, it was a bomb, 
that luckily killed only half a dozen of the spectators, and 
none of my guards even; and again it was a double im- 
personating me here. Goring said it was clearly the open 
season for Fiihrers, and he'd like to be appointed Warden, 
and limit each hunter's bag strictly; but I thought this 
was not in good taste. The swine were too clever to be 
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apprehended in any of these attacks. But we, for our part, 
were clever enough to sponge the incidents out entirely, 
so that not only the world, but the entire German nation, 
were properly led to believe that every German loved the 
Leader with his full soul's passion. Propaganda, as I wrote 
in Mein Kampf, properly applied, can make a people accept 
a hell on earth as a heaven; and regard a heaven as a hell. 

There were minor things that troubled me too. I had to 
change valets, and that is always an annoyance. I recall 
that day in January when my valet said to me, while he 
was dressing my hair, "My Leader's dandruff has gone 
entirely!" 

This I had overlooked. Herr Hitler always had a coat 
collar foul with dandruff. I shrugged: "One application 
of a new remedy Dr. Anton suggested ended it forever." 

He nodded. And then he spoke too casually. "I did Herr 
Zeit's hair a few times. It had no dandruff. It was very like 
your hair, Herr Hitler." 

I reported this to von Arnheim. We had him in a con- 
centration camp the next day, and a new valet installed. 
Loose talk damages. 

One morning, I noted on my schedule of the day's 
activities an interview with Frau Fuchs set for four o'clock. 
For a moment, I did not identify her as Herta, Ulrica's 
lovely sister, who had treated me so shabbily when I tried 
to prove myself a real friend to her. But immediately I 
was sure it must be the same Frau Fuchs, for this audience 
had been arranged through von Arnheim. I imagined he 
had given it through some devilish streak of perversity, 
some desire to thwart Goebbels still further. I decided that 
they were all so unfriendly, I would not play the game of 
any against another. 
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And, this time, I was to be Herr Hitler to her! 

The interview might be amusing. Very cleverly I 
assigned one of my doubles to take the next two engage- 
ments, leaving me free practically until six. 

But I did not then dream of all that that interview 
might bring out. 

She was dressed exquisitely, in a way to accentuate her 
body, for all that her face was now very sad. She gave the 
"Heil Hitler!" mechanically, drew herself up right across 
the desk from me, and began her prepared story. There 
was no blame to Goebbels in the story, as she told it; for 
reasons of state, her husband had been interned in a camp. 
But it was all a mistake; he was no traitor, he had never 
breathed a subversive word or harbored a treacherous 
thought. And the Propaganda Minister was too busy with 
other matters to give the case the proper attention; was 
it not possible that I, as the fountainhead of all German 
justice, would do something? 

How utterly amusing to reflect that, the last time, she 
had told me every detail of her surrender! 

And then I showed that marvelous knowledge of the 
welfare and even the daily lives of all of my subjects that 
is the highest test of a monarch's greatness. "I have indeed 
heard of your case, Frau Fuchs," I said. My face grew 
sterner. "I have heard also certain scandalous libels about 
the Reichsminister for Propaganda, akin to the stories cur- 
rent just before last Christmas, dealing likewise with him 
and Lida Baarova. I will be glad to interest myself in your 
case, but only if you will be entirely frank with me. Was 
there any foundation for such stories?" 

Her face studied me dispassionately. She made up her 
mind. "Yes." 
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My eyes widened. "But this is a serious matter against 
the Minister's impartiality and administration! You mean 
that he actually offered to exchange consideration for your 
husband, in return for your surrender to him?" 

"Yes." 

"But surely you did not make this surrender! Surely you 
never gave the usance of your body to any man, except 
your beloved husband!" 

"These things are outside of your life," she said bitterly. 
"I was given a simple choice: either the People's Tribunal, 
and death, for Konrad, at once; or • . . the other. I 
saved his life. I'm proud of it, too! But all promises made 
to me have been broken; they are torturing him still, they 
will kill him. "What can I do? Is there no justice in Ger- 
many anywhere?" 

"Germany is the home of justice," I said impressively. 
"But you are proud of the surrender you made, to save 
his life, ach no? You would proudly do it again, if you 
had to?" 

"God, I suppose so; when you love a person. But the 
promises were all broken — " 

"Ah, but if, this time, they were made by a man who 
does not break promises; if, for instance, I were to pledge 
you my word I would set him free?" 

Her face went like ashes. "You! You — But you are 
just making talk! You cannot mean it. Such things are not 
said of you! Why, you never have — " 

"But if you would, Herta ..." I clenched her hand in 
mine, I could not help it, and drew her closer. "I'll turn 
him loose tomorrow, this night, if you'll only show a little 
gratitude, a little friendliness, to me in advance! If 
only—" 
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"Ach God in heaven!" It was a loud penetrating scream, 
as she threw her two hands below her cheeks, pressing 
them upward frantically, while her great lovely eyes stared 
at me in black horror. "I know you now! You're that Herr 
Zeit — Ludwig Zeit — you were Ulrica's friend — You're 
masquerading for him! But they said you were dead — they 
buried you! Ach, keep away — " 

When a man wants a woman, a mere "No" is irrele- 
vant. I was around the desk, hands pleading with her, and 
voice too, to be quiet, to listen to reason, to let me aid her. 

Suddenly her hand lashed out, and slapped me harshly 
across the lips. "You dirty swine!" she stormed. "Once be- 
fore I told you not to touch me — and I wouldn't let you 
touch me now, if it would save Konrad's life! No, I'm 
through with that — I've told that little rat of a Goebbels 
so, and now I tell it to you! Do you think no decency, no 
cleanness, no real love, is left in Germany — you polluters 
of everything human that your filthy hands touch! Put 
me in jail too, torture me, kill me — Konrad would be 
prouder of me for that, than whoring myself to you, as 
you wish. Oh, damn you, damn you — " 

"I am Adolf Hitler. ..." I tried to make it impressive. 

There was a gleam almost maniacal in her eyes. "So, 
eh? Well, either you are Herr Zeit, not dead, masquerading 
as his double, while he is off attending to his other busi- 
ness; or . . . God in heaven, if you are Adolf Hitler, 
then you've killed the real one, and taken his place! God, 
I'll tell this to the world, if it's the last thing I do! I am 
sent in to Hitler, the great Leader, the dirty swine — and 
he makes his vile proposal to me, to prostitute myself to 
him, as I have done already to his Propaganda Minister, 
to save my husband from further torture. . . . And I 
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defy you! I spit in your face, you offal, you dung of the 
earth!" And, to my amazement, she leaned over and spit 
in my face, pushed closely toward hers. 

An experience like this is unpleasant, but there are 
compensations. A woman in a rage is always a lovely 
sight. I only wish that it had been the place and the oppor- 
tunity to choke her until her objections quieted, and then 
settle the matter as I wished. It is this that such spitfires 
really demand,- and all their theatrics is merely a way of 
inviting on the attentions of a real Nordic he-man. 

"Now, now, Herta — " 

"Listen to me, filth," she drew herself up imperially — 
never say that Herta Fuchs was not a magnificent actress! 
"Adolf Hitler is dead. He is bound to be. His conscience 
would not let him live. No wonder he was sleepless, no 
wonder he walked in his sleep, with all the ghosts of torn 
and ravaged Germany, ghosts he had made, come back to 
haunt him! The ones he gave his oath to, and broke his 
oath, and killed — von Schleicher and the rest; his dearest 
friend, to whom he broke his word forever, Ernst Roehm; 
and the dreadful hundreds of others murdered in the Blood 
Purge — all eternity will not be long enough for the Furies 
to punish his screaming, flayed soul in, in the most hideous 
agony in the lowest sub-cellar of hell! I can see now why 
you are here," with utter scorn. "You're not man enough, 
you're not big enough, even to sin! How could Ulrica 
ever waste a moment's second thought on vile scum like 
you! Nothing will ever come back to haunt you: nothing 
but your futility, your ineptitude, your cheap lust, your 
foul tiny arrogance. I shall — But, by God, a bargain with 
you! In return for my not telling any of tins — or even 
telling Erik, you dirty pimp, that you sent my sister to the 
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dirty lecherous clasp of Goebbels, that you forced her with 
your lies to go, and caused her suicide — In return for my 
keeping silence about all this, is Konrad to be freed at once, 
and I, and both of us allowed to shake the dust of this 
hideous cancer that is Germany from our feet forever and 
evermore?" 

My mouth still stung from her blow. One tooth had 
been giving me a little trouble; her ring had hit it and it 
ached dully. This was clearly no matter to be dogmatic 
about. "Frau Fuchs," I said severely, "you have made a 
good plea for the liberation of your husband. On the terms 
you have suggested, may I call in Reichsminister von 
Arnheim, and have it made clear now that he is to be freed 
at once, and you and he be permitted to leave Germany, 
free of all restrictions, whenever you will?" 

"It's your cue," she said. "Make it snappy, too." 

I lifted my hands deprecatingly. "I had to teach English 
once in Nice, and I have had to translate even from that 
abortion called the American language. Please, more dis- 
cretion before Erik. It is promised?" 

At her nod, I had him summoned, and announced my 
decision. He congratulated me on the wisdom and justice 
of my course, and said that he would see that the necessary 
orders were issued at once. 

But out of that door, I reflected sadly as she flounced 
away triumphantly on Erik's arm, there went a woman's 
tongue, capable of wagging loosely; and such can do more 
damage than a division of the Reichswehr. I must be more 
discreet in the presence of women. I recalled that the 
Leader had never gotten more personal with them than to 
talk of the menace of Communism in the remoter South 
American countries, or the proposal to introduce camels 
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into Australia. There was wisdom in much that he did. 
Goebbels had a different recipe. I wished that I knew it. 
But one could not be everything. 

That tooth that her ring had struck pained me more 
and more, so that by nine I had to have the dentist sent 
for. He came with his procession of attendants and para- 
phernalia, and all was laid down, and the "Heil Hitler's!" 
given and responded to. He was a huge, jovial, encouraging 
man, and he chortled all over the place as he finally came 
and had me point out the tooth, and tapped as if he had 
stabbed me. "Ach, that's nothing — a mere gum abrasion. 
We stop the pain right away — " And then he stopped 
talking, and stared from my mouth to the chart of it his 
assistant was holding up; his face was the face of a fish 
flung high on the bank. 

"Yes, this will give us no trouble," he began maunder- 
ing to himself again; and soon enough the dull pain had 
gone entirely, and so had the dentist and his attendants. 
But I sent forthwith for von Arnheim, and told it all to 
him. "He didn't say a word — he didn't give it away; but 
— he knows! He knew every tooth in Hitler's head — he's 
treated me too; there was the chart before him. . . ." 

"You're always the nitwit," he scowled ferociously. 
"Well, now I've got to talk to him; and he may find 
himself incommunicado for the rest of his life, unless he 
swears to me he's a damned sight stupider than I think he 
is. And for Christ's sake, Adolf, hereafter, have some 
brains, and use them sometimes!" 

Increasingly I began to have the feeling of the fish in the 
aquarium myself. And then, the last day of the month, 
the French ambassador called for an audience. He wanted 
a confidential talk, he said; if I could even not have Herr 
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Reichsminister Ribbentrop present. So it was arranged. I 
always enjoyed any excuse to avoid the presence of the 
members of my small cabinet, who called me too often too 
many low names in private for me to enjoy their company 
anymore. 

It was a long and earnest discussion about the Italian 
claims against France that he introduced, and I listened 
with keen interest. Whenever the conversation demanded 
it, I made Germany's position clear: whatever Italy wanted 
of course Italy should have; whatever France didn't wish 
to give up should be left to my arbitration. 

He was a very erudite man, and to establish one of his 
points he quoted first Verlaine, and then an apothegm of 
Anatole France's, and finally a bit of Poincare, capped off 
with something Remy de Gourmont says in the Physiology 
of Love. In the old days I had translated two of these into 
German for publication, and was familiar with all of 
them; and I neatly turned each quotation with another as 
apt from the same or some related source. — A very erudite 
man; for he switched into one of Kipling's more imperial- 
istic poems, quoting its chorus; and then repeated a whole 
paragraph from Haldane's Daedalus, always one of my 
favorite pseudo-scientific fantasies. I gave him the parallel 
passage from Bertrand Russell's Icarus, and realized in- 
creasingly what a charming companion he was to talk to. 

And then, his voice unchanged, his eyebrows lifted ever 
so slightly, he said, "Herr Reichskanzler, you will recall 
that so late as last September you knew no French, and 
you knew no English. And now you speak both fluently, 
and are familiar with their latest and brightest prose and 
poetry, and can quote both. Colossal!" 

I shivered; why had Goebbels never warned me to con- 
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ceal most that I knew, to be more like Hitler! "Ach, I 
have picked up a word here and there — " 

His lips crinkled ever so faintly. "One more word pick 
up, then: this . . . From now on, I remember your high 
opinion of our authors, Excellency, and the English authors 
as well. When we come to you again with France's 
demands against Italy, or any other demands we make, 
you will listen! Do you hear me? Do you understand?" 

His voice had become absolutely nasty. I do not think 
that is the proper way to conduct a diplomatic discussion. 
I think threats should have no place in such discussions. 
Just the way the Leader himself had talked to Schussnigg, 
Benes and the rest; merely do so and so; never need of a 
threat. But I saw his point, and I nodded gravely. "I will 
always consider carefully all you have to say," I agreed. 

"All France has to say — and it will be much! I don't 
quite understand what you've done. . . . Although your 
double from Passau, Herr Reichskanzler — that chap Bauer 
that was buried as Zeit — had been a teacher of languages, 
interpreter, and translator. Keep your little game up as 
long as you please; but word of this goes to the Foreign 
Office in Paris, and we will expect and receive more con- 
sideration hereafter! Is that understood?" 

"I am beginning to see merit in all that you say," I 
shivered a little as I spoke. "I am sure we will be better 
friends, from now on." 

He rose to his feet, staring down at me. "Heil Hitler," 
he said. "Now you say Heil France!" 

"Well, just between us," I agreed. "Heil France!" 

"Sacred blue," he said. "Good day." 
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CHAPTER XXVin 

TO BE OR NOT TO BE 

I DECIDED to write this memorandum of my life with 
Adolf Hitler and my life as Adolf Hitler, the day 
that Albert Speer exhibited to us his great design for the 
tomb of Adolf Hitler. "You see, my Leader, I wanted you 
to approve every detail of this greatest of all mausoleums 
ever built by man, years in advance of the event itself. 
So Cheops and the other great pyramid-builders built their 
own tombs in person; and they still last. The tomb of 
Lenin in Red Square is nothing, compared to this!" He 
went into the last grisly details, too — the corpse to be 
preserved by eternal mummification, absolutely lifelike; 
the wax replicas that would rise and give the salute and 
the actual hail at moments vital to Germany's history; the 
group of six young doubles, altered every few years, who 
would give the salute unceasingly, in rehvs, day and night. 

I think Goebbels took a waspish delight in my discom- 
fort observing it; I know Goring grumbled out we might 
as well get it going, from the amount of free shooting that 
was going on around the Chancellery these days. But none 
of them, I think, knew the reason for my discomfort: and 
that was, that this was all Hitler, and no Maximilian 
Bauer. I had gotten sick of the work, of the vile way the 
small cabinet spoke to me, of the pointless dangers, of 
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the increasing suffering to others my words and actions 
caused. Maximilian Bauer had not taken on this work to 
have his name vilified down all history, or forgotten either; 
it was for me to see that he was remembered as himself, 
as the greatest actor of his age, as a magnificent ruler if 
he had been allowed to rule, as a true son of the Father- 
land. And so that night I started writing down this 
memorandum. 

As the statement grew, one major problem troubled me: 
what was I to do with this all-important document, once I 
had finished with it? I might conceal it while writing it, 
but the risk would be increasingly great thereafter, as long 
as it stayed in Germany, where nothing is sacred, and 
privacy is unknown. I had no friend to trust it with, in 
Germany or out; I had no friend in all the world, for I 
had surrendered being a man worthy of friends, to become 
the impersonator of a man all reviled and hated, except 
the starving millions. Yet out of Germany it must go. I 
recalled that Karl Ernst had sent his letter about the 
Reichstag fire to London. Yet I knew no one there. I could 
not even trust the French ambassador; for reasons of state 
he might decide to suppress the document, in return for 
favors from the Reich. There was no one I knew I could 
trust. . . . 

And so I decided to trust some one I did not know, and 
had seen only once. In May, 191 2, my beloved mistress 
Clothilde Simon had borne a son that I was the father 
of; Michel Simon, who grew into a handsome, intelligent 
child, as I discovered on the one occasion when I later 
saw him. He would be twenty-six, now, and a man. I 
must rush to completion this document, and send it by 
confidential courier from the border to him in Nice. His 
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mother could tell him for what cause he should be inter- 
ested in doing this favor for me — preserving this statement 
until my death, and then letting the world know it. 

But first, I must find out if he was still alive, and 
flourishing. I had the espionage report on him two days 
later. He was a sub-manager for the Compagnie Trans- 
atlantique at Nice, and was said to be a youth of exemplary 
habits. Voild, my problem was solved! And I applied 
myself with more courage to finishing this statement, and 
have reached this far. 

I have never been able to understand most of Mein 
Kampf. It may be that it has the inspired quality of the 
Koran or Science and Health; to me at least it shares their 
unintelligibility, which I am told establishes that it is in- 
spired. One thing that interested me most about it is that 
in it he quotes from only one poet; and that poet the great 
Nordic Shakespeare; and each time the same line, "To 
be or not to be." He first uses it about the German Social 
Democrats, describing suicide as the solution chosen by a 
weak nature. Later he uses it of the German nation, more 
to mean existence than suicide. Yet suicide, as a theme, 
always preoccupied him. After the Beer Hall Putsch, it is 
said he would have committed suicide, but that he was 
brought back to willingness to live by Putzi HanfstaengPs 
sister. In the tense ten years when he was Adolf Legalite, 
he threatened it so often that he gave the party leaders 
the jitters, wondering what they would do if he carried 
out his threat. After I became connected with him, he 
continued to threaten it. If his regime ever collapsed, by a 
coup d'etat or an armed uprising, he had his revolver ever 
handy to blow out his brains. He had Bruckner, Schaub 
and poor Julius Schreck bound in a suicide pact, to kill 
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themselves at once if anything ever happened to the 
Leader. He brooded over the suicides of the jews. To me 
he has called them lucky; and, when eight thousand of 
them committed suicide in one day, he said to me, "So, it 
is to Jews we give our autumn honors!" 

And now, I was the Leader; I was Adolf Hitler, and 
there was no other Adolf Hitler beside me. And I was 
miserable, deprived of all ordinary human comforts — 
smoking, drinking, normal living with a woman. I was 
increasingly under the nervous fear of being assassinated, 
for these attempts increased more and more, and it became 
harder and harder to conceal them. Five cabinet ministers 
and three doctors knew every detail of the substitution; 
I was at their mercy, until death. More and more were 
learning of it: my valet, my dentist, Herta Fuchs and her 
husband, the French ambassador and his Foreign Office, 
and, when he chose, all Europe, the whole world! Let us 
deny as much as we pleased, if once they spoke, the world 
at least would believe. And I was hated, hated, hated . . . 
hated by all the Jews for what Hitler had done to them 
and what I must still do in his name, hated by all the 
Catholics, the Protestants, the Communists, the republi- 
cans, the monarchists, the real Austrians, the Sudeten 
Germans who believed in self-government, even the mass 
of the German people, lashed with the slave-whip to shriek 
out a terrorized affection for me none of them felt. I was 
Adolf Hitler, and there was no resignation: there was only 
assassination, or suicide. 

If the Leader had thought suicide wise, I had a thousand 
more reasons to think it wise! If he had been willing to 
end his life, time and again, should I be coward enough to 
flinch? 
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Hardest of all to bear were the meetings of the little 
cabinet, marked increasingly by a flood of insults and 
vilifications that seared my soul. Goebbels was back in the 
group, now, a little more bitter and evil than ever; he 
was making me and the world pay for the horsewhipping 
he had received. But the others were as bitter toward me; 
and I came to understand why. In public, each had to 
humble himself before me as the Leader; very well, in 
private, the bitter envy, the deep hatred, the festering 
sense of inferiority in their hearts toward me burst out in 
all its insulting virulence. 

Once they had said that I thought like the Leader, as 
well as spoke like him; now they denied that I could think 
at all. All that I had to say was either lies, or injustices. 
I remember the bitter session over the speech I was to make 
on the map of Europe ten years from now. Goring, Goeb- 
bels and Ribbentrop had evidently formed a bloc before 
the conference assembled, and I was helpless. "We must 
promise Italy what she wants," insisted Goring. "The 
Mediterranean an Italian lake — " 

"But what of Spain, France, Yugoslavia, Albania, 
Greece, Turkey, Palestine, Egypt — " 

"Your business is to talk, not to think. It was so from 
the time of Pompey on, you told me, Doctor?" Goebbels 
nodded, beady-eyed. "Good. And, by voluntary absorp- 
tion, the Black Sea a German lake, and the German Ocean 
and the Baltic increasingly lakes of the Reich!" 

"You have omitted the Atlantic, the Pacific, the Indian 
and the Arctic oceans," I suggested mildly. 

"You should be caned for your imbecility," snapped 
Goring. "One of these days I do it, too." 

"That's the Field Marshal's speech," said Goebbels tartly. 
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"For me, announce a second capital levy of 20% of all 
Jewish-owned property, payable in cash, in forty-eight 
hours. All who fail to pay are subversive, and of course 
must be sterilized; they, however, to pay the surgeons. 
Put Pastor Wilhelm Niemoeller in jail with his brother; 
stop the salaries of all Protestant pastors who continue to 
read from the Jewish Bible. We are considering taking over 
both Catholic and Protestant churches as a State church, 
with Nazi cardinals and bishops, answerable only to the 
government. By fall, we should run the church as 
efficiently as the Postoffice Department." 

Von Arnheim nodded, when he had finished. "In the 
matter of Justice, I had decrees for you to sign, condemn- 
ing to the ax Niekisch, Drechsel and Kroeger, whom the 
Tribunal condemned merely to imprisonment. Their mild 
sentences are known to the world now, as an example of 
German mercy; now we teach the Germans the more 
important lesson of discipline." 

I shivered. "You told me they were innocent!" 

"But, good God, can't you understand that the purpose 
of punishment is example, so what difference can inno- 
cence make?" 

"He will never understand," sneered Goebbels. "Oh, and 
make a radio speech, on the Revolution in Private Life, 
describing the Lambeth Walk as poisonous Jewish propa- 
ganda and lascivious animalistic hopping. We must never 
let up on any manifestation of this poisonous international 
conspiracy." He beamed smugly. 

"Oh, I'll make the speech," I said glumly. "But why 
must I spend all my time robbing the Jews, and stealing 
Catholic property, and imprisoning the Protestants, and 
condemning innocent people to death, and lying about the 
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amount of our armament and food — I haven't been 
allowed coffee in two weeks, and you know there is a daily 
allowance of an ounce a day — " I stretched forth a plead- 
ing hand to them. "Can't you ever give me anything else 
to do? It's not that I mind any of these, so much; I'm paid 
to do them; but a man does like a little variety now and 
then!" 

"In a democracy, variety; in a totalitarian state, no 
variety," said Goring gruffly. "Less and less you know 
daily. If you are interested, I had your coffee ration shifted 
to my account. Coffee is a luxury; harden yourself, Adolf, 
like a true German!" 

Little vulture-faced Goebbels sat back, and spoke with 
sudden bitterness. "You and your variety! Damn it, Adolf, 
when are you going to realize what the Nazi movement 
really is — and has been from the beginning? Do you think 
we are gentlemen? Do you think we are legalists, parlia- 
mentarians, orderly law-abiding citizens? And where 
would the movement have gotten, if we had been! We are 
thugs! Is that clear to your cracked cranium? We are 
rowdies, brawlers, gangsters, if you insist! We found out 
that we had to be, at the Coburg meeting back in 1922; 
we have never altered one moment since. Everything we 
have done was illegal; we brawled our way to power, and 
we have been giving Germany and Europe a gangster 
regime ever since. Why must I repeat the obvious? Will 
you never learn? In the Middle Ages, they robbed the Jews 
and the wealthy in retail robbery; we have made it whole- 
sale, that's all. Jews. Catholics. Protestants. Capitalists. 
Industrialists. Bankers. Anybody else with money. We 
wanted Austria. The Austrian Germans were aristocrats, 
and didn't knpw they wanted the Anschluss; all right, we 
took it. The Sudeten Germans were contented. But we 
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wanted it; so we've got it. The Polish Corridor, the whole 
Ukraine — we want 'em; we'll take 'em. We want France 
— France annihilated. It's in Mem Kampf; do you remem- 
ber nothing? All right, in 1924 I saw French white officers 
stand by and applaud their African troopers raping Nordic 
German women, when they tried to steal the Ruhr. But 
they were a democracy; they couldn't hold it. What we 
take, we keep! Don't you know these things yet?" 

I tried feebly to speak. "I thought — " 

"Ach, do you know what Adolf Hitler would have said 
to me, if I talked to him the way I talk to you? Christ 
bedamned! He would have called me a filthy pusillani- 
mous half-hearted chicken-livered leprous whoreson pimp- 
ing son of a bastard Jew and a mongrel sow; and 
he'd have said it so eloquently, I'd have believed it! He 
was a man; you . . . Oh, God, I want to vomit, when I 
think of your castrate's soul, your eunuch's ambition, your 
incredible remnants of sentimental and romantic decency 
and honor! For the last time I tell you, we are thugs, 
brawlers, rowdies, gangsters, and proud of it! We have 
improved the former code of thieves in one respect: we 
have eliminated honor. Now, we've got the Corridor, the 
Ukraine, no? We've turned on France and joined it to the 
Reich as the twentieth German State — unless we tempo- 
rarily make it a mandate first. We force all Europe except 
Italy into a Pan-Nordic Reich — let Italy think she has the 
damned Mediterranean, till we are ready! Remember, in 
1914, she was Judas enough; we will remember it, at the 
right time. Now for God's sake, for once and for all, get 
these things straight, and never again will we have to 
lesson you in them! Is that clear? Is there anything that 
isn't clear?" 
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"Just one little thing," I pleaded. "I have to live so 
unnatural, I am so lonely; could I have a woman some- 
times?" 

"Always selfish! All right, half an hour a week. 
No more; Hitler needed much less. The conference is 
adjourned!" 

I do not enjoy these daily conferences any more. Talk 
of statecraft and the superior Nordic ideal give me a daily 
headache. Never before did I hear of a revolution won by 
brawlers and gangsters, much less of a government con- 
ducted so. And there are private audiences I will not go 
into details about: as when Herta Fuchs brought in her 
husband, just released from prison, and a man released 
with him. This man turned out to be a Jewish World 
War veteran now unfriendly to the government. I shall 
omit this Jew's complaints as to what had happened to 
his parents, his business, his children, his wife even, who 
had died of what Brownshirts did to her during a Party 
Day celebration. It is enough that Konrad held me while 
this Jew did to me what they do to Jews in the concen- 
tration camps. I could see more clearly thereafter why 
Jews do not prefer Germany as it is today. 

And I have found out what is wrong, finally. I am an 
actor, yes; the greatest actor in Germany, in the world. 
Any appearance for Adolf Hitler I do superbly, for looks, 
words, intonations, gestures, facial expressions, even the 
soul of the man. But, when a play is over, the corpses get 
up and walk off the stage and have dinner and their drink- 
ing and women, after the curtain goes down. It is not so, 
in Germany. The gangster never kicks a man until he is 
down, I am told. But what if some day the man refuse to 
lie down to be kicked? It is this which makes me shiver. 
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The ideal superior Nordic German world. . . . Gang- 
sters ruling everywhere by force. . . . Thought forbid- 
den, except to the gangsters. . . . Jail or worse for an 
indiscreet word — I have just sent Ernst Niekisch to his 
death for calling me "a German misfortune." . . . Jail or 
worse for any official's whim. . . . Liberty reserved to the 
head gangsters only. ... A nation boasting that it has 
surrendered freedom, and is to be brought up a race of 
slaves. . . . Every Jew oppressed, robbed, sterilized, mur- 
dered or exiled, as far as possible. . . . The religion in the 
soul of man, Catholicism, Protestantism, anything, rooted 
out and tortured away, to be replaced by worship of 
Germany, of me. . . . An enduring worldwide dictator- 
ship of rowdy, brawling gangsters. . . . The ideal I must 
enact makes me vomit, sometimes. 

There is, of course, a woman, half an hour, once a 
week. . . . 

But the small cabinet knows the truth, and my valet, 
my dentist, Herta Fuchs and her husband, the French 
ambassador and his Foreign Office, and God knows how 
many he has told it to. . . . The world is sure to know 
soon; and can our screams of "Lie! Lie!" echo beyond our 
own ravaged and self -abused land? 

I have decided. Hereafter I will double for my doubles, 
when there is any hope I may be shot at or poisoned. There 
is always my own revolver — increasingly I have been 
taking it out, when alone, and accustoming my forehead 
to the cold feel of its circular steel mouth, and my soul 
to a prayer for its swift coming. One day, how can I tell 
when? I will press the trigger, just once. It will be good to 
go to sleep, with no threat of dreams, with no chance of 
awakening. 
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THE STRANGE DEATH OF 
ADOLF HITLER 

FROM the heart of dictator-frenzied 
Germany, — from the inner sanctum of the 
Nazi ringleaders, comes this behind-the- 
scenes spectacle of Germany's ruling circle, 
answering a thousand questions which you 
have wanted answered, questions which all 
the newspaper, magazine and newsreel mate- 
rial on the subject have left unsatisfied. 
For here we have walking — talking — breath- 
ing through 381 bristling pages Hitler, 
Goring, Goebbels, von Roehm, von Ribben- 
trop and others, so real you can almost 
touch them — a picture which only a close 
associate of these men cculd have drawn. 

The full details of how this manuscript 
came to be brought before the reading pub- 
lic are embodied in the Publisher's Statement 
at the beginning of THE STRANGE 
DEATH OF ADOLF HITLER. And 
whether or not the climax of the book will 
be borne out by future records — that the 
real Hitler died September 29, 1938, on the 
eve of the Munich Pact, and is being im- 
personated by his double — this much is cer 
tain: no more convincing, complete and 
constructive picture of Nazism has ever be- 
fore been published. Careful and extensive 
research went into checking the manuscript 
with respect to the events depicted as well as 
the personalities and the dialogue, and as far 
as can be ascertained from accepted authori- 
ties, they are all plausible. 

The story is told by Maximilian Bauer. 
Der Fiihrer's famous double, reputed to be 
the highest salaried man in Europe. The 
resemblance is startling — even to the voice, 
and Herr Bauer who was permitted to stay 
close to Hitler in order to learn the dictator's 
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every mannerism, proved such an apt under 
study that he made several speeches in pub- 
lic as Hitler, even before Der Fuhrer's death. 

Close observers of the German scene today 
have not failed to sense that the manner 
in which the Nazi machine has been fune 
tioning since Munich has been strangely al- 
tered, and while they have not been able to 
reach any definite conclusions about the cause 
of this change, the consensus of opinion has 
been that "There's something wrong in Den- 
mark.'' Needless to say, with their leader 
dead, his henchmen could little afford to let 
such a fact become known, for readers of 
THE STRANG I: DEATH OF ADOLF 
HITLER will realize more sharply and clear- 
ly than before just how important the strange 
figure of Hitler is to the success of the Nazi 
creed and aims. 

Many past events in Germany come within 
the realm of this story and these are told 
simply and lucidly, leaving no confusion in 
the mind of the reader. For the first time- 
there is given a single, convincing account 
of just what went on backstage when the 
Reichstag Building burned, when the in- 
credible Blood Purge of June 30, 1934 took 
place, the rape of Austria, the theft of the 
Sudeten areas of Czechoslovakia, and the 
later desperate insane attack on the Jews 
which shocked the conscience of the civilized 
world. 

The story further reveals Hitler's back- 
ground and antecedents, the constant at- 
tempts on his life, some of which barely 
failed; the incredible attitude of the Nazis 
concerning education, the position of women, 
science, religion, Germany's desired position 
as overlord of all other races, and, most im- 
portant of all, a blueprint of the Nazi plans 
for further expansion and conquest, even at 
the cost of a Wo*ld War that will hurl 
Western culture into permanent twilight. 
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